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PREFACE 


As | started writing this preface in advance of beginning this book, it 
was 8:20 p.m. U.S. Pacific Time, June 16", 2018. Kathy, my spiritual 
and life partner—who lived in the guesthouse out back on the property 
we lived on at the time—had come in the house for the first time that 
day about a half hour before. | had just watched an instructional 
martial arts video online, had decided to do something, and told Kathy 
about it. 


| had decided to write down and practice my own martial arts/self- 
defense system/style just for my own use. As | explained to Kathy, it 
was going to be very direct, simple, practical, and effective. | told her 
there was not going to be a lot to it—but that what was there was 
going to count and was going to be able to address any reasonable 
situation | could imagine having to face. 


Kathy got excited and told me | could write a book about it. | told her 
no, that was not part of it. The stuff | was going to write down was just 
for me. | told her | was going to get it all down on paper and organized 
so | could practice it on my own. It was just for me. But she wasn’t 
convinced, and instructed me, really, to write a book about self- 
defense. 


| told her no, she didn’t understand. A book like that would have to 
have all kinds of pictures and everything. She said no, this book 
wouldn't need to have pictures. And she told me it was going to be a 
more spiritual book than | might assume. That got my attention 
because | had already thought that if | did ever write such a book I’d 
put the spiritual and mind power elements of my personal self-defense 
philosophy and practice in it. You see, to me the spiritual part of the 
deal is at least as important as anything else and, practically speaking, 
it has the potential to actually be more effective than anything else | 
could write about. 


Well, I've learned that when Kathy believes she’s on the right track 
and has apparently dug her heels in she is quite the force to be 
reckoned with. So | did the only thing | felt | could do under the 
circumstances: | agreed to write a book on self-defense. And | did 
write a book on self-defense. This book. But life doesn’t always go as 
you think it will, and as of the time this book is being published | still 
have not sat down and selected, compiled, and documented the 
actual moves and techniques in an organized way as | had planned to 
do. But that’s OK. This is not that kind of book, just as it is not a book 
containing photos or drawings. 


And following up on that thought about life not always going the way 
you think it will, | had figured I’d just sit down and write day after day 
until | had my first draft. But that’s not what happened. | did squeeze 
out most of the book in a very short time, but then somehow it fell off 
my radar and | did not get back to the writing until more than a year 
later, on September 9th, 2019. On that day, | finished up what | 
thought was the first complete draft of the book. And then it fell off my 
radar again. | came back to it on February 12", 2020. During that five 
months away from the book, I’d been making notes of things | thought 
it would be nice to include. 


And | did end up writing a couple of more chapters—23 and 24. Then 
that was it for another ten months until Christmas Eve, 2020 when | 
started in with my proofreading. And a couple of days later | wrote 
what turned out to be the final chapter of the book. Then | proofread 
the book at intervals into May of 2021, at which time | concluded | was 
finally and really done with it. 


Bye the way, any names | use in this book—other than Kathy’s and 
mine—are not the real names of the people I’m referring to. 


And so that brings us to this point in the journey. I’ve written the book, 
and you are about to read the book. | think you will find what is 
presented in the following pages worth the time it takes to read, and 
worth your consideration and contemplation. | wrote this book for two 


main reasons. One is that Kathy told me to. And the other is that | 
want you to be safe. | really do. 


1 
MARTIAL ARTS AND ME 


My first experience with the martial arts was through a friend. | was 
fairly new to California from New Jersey. 


| had a girlfriend. Maria. | met her when | was nineteen and she was 
twenty-seven. Maria had three children. Four counting me, | guess. 
How did | meet Maria? | was out riding my motorcycle one fine sunny 
day and had come down the Silver Strand from Imperial Beach into 
Coronado, and | stopped to give a young hitchhiker a ride. | took him 
right to the house in Coronado he was going to. After all, | was just out 
riding and wasn't going anywhere special. So, Mitch asked me if | 
wanted to come into his friend’s house for a beer or whatever. And | 
went in. It was Maria’s house. 


Maria was captivating. Beautiful, sensitive, full of life, she drew me in 
like a magnet. | showed up there at other times. At some point we 
became an item. At some point | ended up living with Maria and the 
kids in a three-bedroom apartment in Chula Vista. And that’s where | 
met another of Maria’s friends. Frank. 


Frank was, | think, twenty-six. | was likely twenty by then, | guess. 
Long time ago. Frank was a brown belt in Tae Kwon Do. Maria was 
very gregarious and had lots of friends who would visit the apartment, 
and at that time Frank was one of the regulars. 


So anyway, | got to know Frank and he started showing me some 
moves. Before long, we were “working out” together. What we mostly 
did was lots of stretching and lots of kicking the bag. Frank had a 
“heavy bag.” We'd hang it from a tree in a nearby park, and we’d just 
kick the heck out of that thing. 


Frank—who a while after | started working out with him got his first- 
degree black belt—was a true martial artist. He lived and breathed the 


martial arts. Stretching out all the time. Working out all the time. 
People referred to him as “the Warrior.” He was not a big guy but had 
proven himself in real combat multiple times, including in at least one 
multiple-opponent situation that | knew of. Oh, and along with the Tae 
Kwon Do, Frank was a proficient boxer. He could give a good account 
of himself in the boxing ring without any help from his feet. So he was 
a much more well-rounded fighter than your average student of Tae 
Know Do. Everyone knew that you did not want to mess with Frank. At 
all. He could and would kick your ass if you gave him just half a 
reason. That’s just the kind of guy he was. 


| was just a young guy with not much to do. Frank seemed to have 
nothing but time on his hands. And we worked out together. A lot. For 
hours at a time. Always with sneakers on, not in bare feet. It was 
mostly just him and | but sometimes, like on the weekends, some of 
the guys from Frank’s Tae Kwon Do school would come down to the 
park and kick the bag with us. 


Now, | honestly don’t know how long | worked out with Frank. But | 
know it was quite a while because by the last day | ever worked out 
with him—and | recall that day well as you'll learn in a moment—l 
think | was doing every Tae Kwon Do kick Frank knew. And to a fair 
degree. | mean, the spinning kicks, the jumping kicks, the jumping 
spinning kicks, the flying kicks. All of them. One of them even better 
than Frank: the jumping spinning crescent kick. Frank still had a slight 
shuffle-telegraph before launching into the actual kick—and | didn't. | 
never learned any of the Tae Kwon Do forms from Frank. We did work 
on various blocks and hand strikes, as well as stances and footwork. 
Did some sparring. But what really stands out in my memory and what 
we did the most of (perhaps almost as much stretching, though) was 
that heavy-bag work. And sure, we did punches, ridge hands, chops, 
backfists, spinning backfists, and all. But kicking was really the thing. 


And when it came to kicking, | was flying high. Until one fateful day 
when | literally flew too high. That last day | ever worked out with 
Frank. It was a weekend day, | think, down at the park in Chula Vista. 


And Frank, standing a few feet from one of his Tae Kwon Do buddies, 
stretched his arm straight out and instructed the other guy to do the 
same. 


So there they were, basically fingertips to fingertips, creating what 
was, in essence, a bar in the air. Frank looked over at me and told me 
to do what amounted to a running jumping flying side kick over the 
bar. Over the bar! But Frank, that’s too high! lve never done it that 
high before! You can do it, he assured me. 


Well. OK. So | put some more distance between me and them. 
Studied that bar. And then ran like the wind, jumped into the air, and 
while flying through the air thrust my right leg out into the side kick and 
bent and tucked that left leg tightly under me, fists up, right one 
forward. And | cleared that bar! Cleared it! 


And then | landed on my left foot. Wrong. | felt my knee try to bend in 
from the outside of the leg toward the inside—toward my other knee. 
Intense pain. Unable to walk on that leg. To the hospital. Removable 
full-leg brace. For a long time. How long? That was more than forty 
years ago. And | don't recall how long | was in that thing, but | do 
recall that my left knee was an issue for quite a while after | was no 
longer using the brace. Fast forward, I’m no longer with Maria. No 
longer in touch with Frank. Driving down a major street in San Diego. 
I'd seen it before. This time | decided to go into that Tae Kwon Do 
school. And | didn’t walk out of it for the last time until about six 
months later. 


In that school, via practicing forms, | got better with the blocking and 
stances, and whatnot, but especially regarding how | could integrate it 
all together—the hand and foot movements, whether they be blocks, 
strikes, or whatever. | recall one day. | might have still been a white 
belt but | could have been a yellow belt by then. 


On this day the master hands us each a board and tells us to break it 
any way we want to. My partner holds up mine, and | guide it higher 


than | am tall. And after one practice kick with which | just miss the 
board by about an inch or two, | do a spinning heal kick and break that 
board. And everyone, including the master, is just staring. Some look 
around at each other. | mean | was wearing a white or yellow belt, 
after all. 


Later on, six months in a Tang Soo Do school. A few months studying 
Hsing Yi. A karate school for a month or two. Visited some dojos, 
worked out for an hour or two or took a free class, and so on. Studied 
at a couple of schools for only weeks. My record for longevity is ten or 
eleven months studying Chinese Kempo. That was a wake-up call: 
fluid rapid striking (hands, elbows, feet, etc.) to vital areas. And now? | 
sometimes work out on my own. I’ve got a lot of books on various 
martial arts styles and self-defense systems. | watch videos online. 
And last but not least, | think a lot about this stuff. 


2 
KEEPING IT REAL 


| think about studying martial arts again. Since I’m a relative recluse at 
this stage of my life, | think about hiring a martial arts teacher to come 
to my home and teach me one on one. Will it ever happen? | don't 
know. It might be happening by the time you read this. Or not. Maybe 
a month from now. Maybe never. 


But let’s keep it real. I’m not claiming to be a martial arts or self- 
defense expert. I’m not an expert. And I’m not claiming to be a tough 
guy. I’m not a tough guy. I’m not very big, not very strong, not very 
young. And regarding all those impressive kicks | was doing decades 
ago? Well, | can’t kick like that any longer. 


But let’s keep it real. Even at my best back then, | never figured out 
how to hit that bag with a head-level roundhouse kick with enough 
power to feel confident in ever using it in a real fight. In fact, pretty as 
they might have looked, my roundhouse kicks were always weak at 
any height. And my front snap kick might have looked good. It was 
fast. Great for below the waist. But | wouldn't have aimed it at a chin in 
a real fight. 


And, keeping it real, those spinning crescent kicks and spinning heal 
kicks and whatnot? At my best | don't think | would have used them in 
a real fight. That was OK | guess because Frank had made it a point 
to let me know that in a real fight you want to kick low. Period. The 
street is no place for fancy. Sticking one leg way high up in the air 
while standing on the other leg would be—in my opinion—just stupid 
for most people. Including most trained martial artists. It’s just asking 
for trouble. That’s just tempting fate. 


And keeping it real and in all fairness, sure, if you’re really good at it 
you might be able to make high kicks work in a real fight. But | ask 
you, why take the chance? Why risk it? Why go for a high target with 


your feet when you can hit a low target quicker, easier and, in many 
cases, harder? Why? 


And keeping it real, we have to question if all that high kicking is really 
even sustainable. If you are planning on being a life-long martial artist, 
and to continue to advance in a particular style year after year, being 
in the dojo two or more days a week for decades on end and until just 
days before you die, then OK. No one is saying you won't still be able 
to knock a person out with a kick to the head when you are of an 
advanced age. 


But keeping it real, in my mind, unless martial arts is going to be a 
main part of your life forever, then learning and practicing the high 
kicks is not a sustainable strategy if you’re thinking in terms of self- 
defense for the rest of your life. We all get older. Weaker. And, I'd 
think, less inclined to keep doing the endless stretching that being 
able to do those high kicks requires. True, lifelong, diehard, inveterate 
martial artists might love the high kicks if there are in fact high kicks in 
their style. More power to them. But for the rest of us common folk, 
well, | say we can just skip the high kicks. 


And speaking of keeping it real, we will all do well to watch videos of 
actual violent physical confrontations. Street fights caught on camera. 
Bar fights. Prison fights. Unprovoked attacks on unsuspecting, 
innocent people—both men and women. When you finally start taking 
a look at this stuff, you'll barely be able to believe what you’re seeing. 
People pulling out knives and stabbing other people. People walking 
down the street getting blindsided with a punch to the side of the head 
by someone who comes running up on them from behind. People 
taking multiple punches, kicks, and stomps to the head while they are 
on the ground—sometimes even after they are clearly already 
unconscious. People being attacked by multiple assailants for no other 
reason than that they were in the wrong place at the wrong time. 


Do | need to go on? All of this stuff is in videos online. Tons of it. More 
being posted all the time. If you want to keep it real, then understand 


what the reality of violent encounters is. It’s ugly. It’s deadly. It’s 
prevalent. Until you see it with your own eyes, you don’t know. 


| watched some compilation videos of this stuff just a few days ago. In 
one of those videos, a security camera showed a woman with her 
back to the camera walking down a large, wide flight of stairs. Out of 
nowhere a guy sneaks up behind the woman and does a hard stomp 
kick to the middle of her back, sending her flying and bouncing down 
half a flight of stairs. That guy then turns around and runs back up the 
stairs, out of that camera’s view. It was brutal, senseless, 
unconscionable, potentially deadly—and real. 


If you want to keep it real, then understand that the only reason 
something like that, or worse, hasn’t happened to you yet—if indeed it 
hasn’t—is that you haven't yet been in the wrong place at the wrong 
time. But things like I’ve written about here could happen to you. 
Right? It’s within the realm of possibility? Right? Since you are reading 
this book, I’m assuming that you want to be safe. Most people are 
safe on most days of their lives. But we are living in a dangerous 
world. It doesn’t matter who you are. It doesn’t matter where you live. 
At some time, somehow, somewhere, something could happen. Don’t 
deny that fact. Keep it real. Understand that something could happen. 


Keeping it real, if you are concerned about your physical safety, if you 
want to stay safe, you should have two goals. Your first goal should be 
to do what you can reasonably do to help insure you never get in a 
situation in which you will be forced to use physical violence in an 
attempt to protect yourself. And your second goal should be to 
develop some sort of strategy and techniques you can draw on if 
despite all your efforts you ever do have to actually defend yourself. 


Keeping it real, yes, lve done my share of sparring. Some light, and 
some hard with the shin and foot pads, chest pads, headgear, and so 
on. One thing | can tell you from my sparring experience is that | was 
always hard to kick. Regardless of whether they used a front-facing or 
side fighting stance. | always fought in a side stance, with my strong 


leg and arm forward. And | developed the timing and the speed to be 
able to stop most kicks launched at me by checking or blocking those 
kicks with my right side kick before those incoming kicks were barely 
even off the ground. 


Keeping it real, if | got in a fight today I’d use that same basic fighting 
stance. ld use that same basic low side kick both defensively and 
offensively. Watch some videos of real street fights and you'll see that 
almost everyone fights straight on. Face to face like boxers do. And 
look at the most common forms of attack, such as the common 
circular, cowboy-type punch. And then imagine a guy not facing his 
cowboy-punch-throwing opponent straight on. 


3 
MORE KEEPING IT REAL 


I’m trying to keep these chapters at a uniform length. Read some of 
my other books, and you'll see that’s a thing of mine. I’ve got my 
reasons. | haven't stopped writing since | started. As | sit here writing, 
it’s still 6/16/18. And so, anyway, I'll continue right along in this chapter 
with the theme of keeping it real. 


To remind you, you were in the process of imagining a street fight in 
which one guy was in the same basic stance that most guys on the 
street would be in during an impending physical confrontation. Call it a 
boxer stance. And the other guy was in a side stance, sitting in that 
stance relatively low and back, hands up, the strong leg and hand 
being forward. 


Imagine it. What is the guy in the normal boxing-type stance—and, oh, 
by the way, he’s the aggressor, the troublemaker—going to do? Kick? 
If he does, the defender, if he’s got good reflexes and speed, can 
simply scoot back and out of range of the incoming kick. Or, barring 
that, the defender, who we'll assume does indeed have reflexes and 
speed, could use a low side kick to check, jam, or otherwise block a 
kick virtually before it gets off the ground. Especially against a kick 
launched with the attacker’s front leg. 


For a kick launched with the attackers back leg, the better option 
might be for the defender to shuffle back enough to be out of range 
when the kick arrives. Or the defender could deliver a low side kick 
with his front leg to the front leg (say, knee) of the attacker, effectively 
taking all the steam and strength out of that kick launched with the 
attacker’s back leg—again, virtually before it gets off the ground. 
That's an option. And if the defender was up against a wall, moving 
back would not be an option. 


So, there’s the kick from the attacker launched with either the front leg 


or the back leg. Nullified. 


| suppose the attacker could throw one of those wide, circular punches 
you'll see in just about every video of real street fights you'll ever 
watch. But think about it. In a side stance, sitting low and back, the 
defender is totally out of range of such a punch. If the attacker wants 
to throw such a punch, what’s he going to do? (Yeah, I’m aware I’m 
saying he a lot. Don’t take it personally ladies. And besides, most of 
the aggressive jerks out there on the street are in fact men.) 


Again, the defender is sideways, low, and back. So what's the attacker 
going to do? He’s either got to keep his feet right where they are and 
lean forward and down to throw the punch—which | can’t imagine 
would be very likely and which would look nothing short of comical—or 
he can proceed to move forward in an attempt to get close enough to 
land the punch which, if he’s right-handed like most people, is coming 
from his right hand which, by the way, will also be the hand furthest 
from the defender. 


And as soon as the attacker bats even one eyelash in that direction, 
what do you suppose the defender is going to do? Wait to see what 
happens? No. Get ready to block or slip the punch? No. This particular 
defender is going to do one of two things. One, quickly shuffle back to 
not be there when the punch arrives (if one is attempted) or, two, you 
guessed it, low side kick with the defender’s front leg to the 
opponent's front leg. 


And what if at that moment the defender turns his head quickly (as he 
should do) to see if anyone is coming up behind him? And what if he 
sees one of the attacker's cohorts rushing up on him? The defender in 
question might likely reverse the direction of his side stance by simply 
pivoting slightly on both feet and bringing his hands—which are up— 
around to the other side so they are in front of him again. The whole 
business, by the way, can be accomplished in a fraction of a second. 
And then what? You guessed it: a low side kick to the incoming 
second attacker’s front leg. 


So if all would go well for the defender as outlined above—and of 
course there are certainly no guarantees that it would—that covers a 
kick or punch from the attacker, and even another person trying to join 
in on the action. 


Watch enough of those videos of real street fights, and another thing 
you won't be a stranger to is the concept of someone charging in for 
the tackle, the takedown, the grab and lift and slam to the ground, and 
so on. It happens all the time. And just what is our defender likely to 
do were the attacker to make a move toward rushing in and grabbing? 
Think now. You know the answer to this one. Right! You got it! 


As soon as the attacker bats even one eyelash in the direction of 
coming in for the charge, even if he’s halfway to his destination, our 
defender is likely to deliver a low side kick to the second attacker's 
front leg. I’m not trying to oversimply this. But | am trying to simplify it. | 
watch all these instructional videos on martial arts and self-defense, 
and read martial arts and self-defense books, and there are just so 
many counters to incoming punches, kicks, and lunges. Some of them 
are good. Some of them | think are ridiculous and shortsighted. Some 
of them have very little margin for error-—meaning that if you don’t do 
them perfectly they’re not going to work. And many are, in my opinion, 
well, just way too darn complicated for most people! 


And, oh, what about when someone pulls out a knife? Now that would 
be scary. Many of the instructional videos and books teach you how to 
deal with that knife. Block it. Deflect it. Take it away. In all of these 
scenarios you’ve waited until the knife is actually on its way to you, 
and then you're trying to deal with the knife. 


But wait! | don’t want to deal with that knife! At alll And I’m guessing 
that neither does our defender. So, there he is. In his side stance. The 
attacker pulls out a knife. What’s our defender going to do? Wait for 
the hand holding the knife to start off in his direction and then try to 
block, deflect, or take the knife? Um, no. Not likely. Then what? 
Shuffle back slightly so he’s not there when the knife gets to where the 


defender just was? 


No. That would help for a moment but we'd still have an able-bodied 
attacker, and that attacker would still be holding a knife. Could our 
defender possibly—if the way were clear—turn and run like the wind? 
Yes. And there would be no shame in it. I’d do it if | could! 


But let’s say that, for whatever reason, running is not an option. Then 
what? The attacker is right in front of our defender and is just now 
pulling out a knife. Now what? You know this one. Our defender would 
likely use a low side kick with his front leg—and it better be a hard and 
well-placed one—to the attacker’s front leg. 


4 
STILL KEEPING IT REAL 


Same day. I’m continuing to write. Continuing to keep my chapters 
uniform in length. And now, continuing on with the attacker-with-a- 
knife scenario. 


That kick to the attacker's front leg, if it does its intended job, should 
put the attacker completely out of the fight. And to make a distinction 
here, when | say to the attacker's front leg | mean knee. Period. Think 
about it. We’re talking about a knife here! As in sharp and scary. 


And to make another distinction, clarification, and perhaps we could 
even call it a correction, the attacker would not necessarily be 
completely out of the fight. Sure, maybe he can’t stand. Maybe he 
can’t walk. But guess what. He’s still conscious. And he might still 
have a knife in his hand. And he quite likely still wants to hurt 
someone. Our defender could be three or five or ten feet away from 
the grounded attacker, and that attacker could throw the knife at the 
defender—even though it would be totally stupid to do that on just so 
many levels; use your imagination a bit here. 


So now what? Run? Stomp on the arm holding the knife? Stomp on 
the attacker's head? Hit the attacker with something from the 
environment? It all depends. Real-life violent encounters are messy, 
unpredictable, and oh so volatile. We are just exploring the subject. 
Trying to make sense of it. We're just talking here. Contemplating 
what if. But Keeping it real, we're actually doing more than just talking. 
We're learning. We're mentally preparing for something we hope will 
never happen just in case it does ever happen. 


And keeping it real, what about me? How many people have | actually 
kicked in the knee? And by the way, you wouldn’t—in my experience 
—really kick someone in the knee in the dojo. Not on purpose. It’s just 
too dangerous, even under controlled conditions. Anyway, | only did it 


once, by instinct and by mistake, in the dojo of all places, and, thank 
the universe, only very lightly. And that light kick had quite an effect on 
my partner. If you would have seen his face at that moment, you’d 
know. Shock. Horror. Not to mention that look of disapproval on the 
master’s face. 


But again, keeping it real, how many people have | kicked in the knee 
in a real fight? None. A big fat zero. For that matter, keeping it real, 
how many real fights have | had since the first time Frank showed me 
that first move, whatever that move was? One. 


The guy was yet another friend of Maria’s. He was a quiet guy. 
Usually. Not big. Shorter than me. Skinny. And, on this particular 
night, he was under the influence of God only knows what. Oh, and he 
was secretly—or so he thought; I’m a perceptive person—in love with 
Maria. Crazy obsessed with her, in fact. 


Mark had become a “friend” of mine to a degree, | guess you could 
say, just by proximity and, so, by necessity if nothing else. | recall we 
went out riding our motorcycles together more than once. 


But on this particular night, outside of Maria’s then trailer in El Cajon 
(we were no longer living together), it was just me and Mark. And all of 
a sudden out of nowhere he starts charging at me, flailing his arms 
around and making grasping motions with his fingers like he wanted to 
pinch my head off or something. Yelling and screaming at me that | 
wasn't treating Maria the way she should be treated or something like 
that. | couldn’t understand all of it. And after all, my mind was pretty 
occupied with all that charging and apparently intended pinching or 
whatever it was those fingers would have done to me had they gotten 
close enough. I’m serious. What a sight! You had to have been there! 
And from Mark of all people! Quiet, shy, mild-mannered Mark who I'd 
never before had a cross word with! 


And oh, in case you’re wondering, | still don’t know what his beef was 
with how | was treating Maria, but | want you to know that | never laid 


a hand on the woman. | never even thought about doing such a thing. 


But anyway, back to mild-mannered-turned-maniac Mark. What did | 
do? What could | do? | didn’t want to hurt the poor guy. | instinctively 
went into my side stance and without even thinking about it just kept 
keeping him at bay with side kicks to the chest. ld be backing up as 
he'd be charging in. l’d side kick him to the chest, knocking him back. 
He’d shake it off and keep coming. And I'd kick him again. 


Looking back on it, it must have been a hilarious sight. It was like we 
were a broken record. Stuck in a groove. He’d charge yelling and 
screaming like the madman he'd temporarily become, and I’d kick him 
back. He’d charge yelling and screaming and |, shuffling back, would 
ultimately have to stop to kick him back again. And how did it all end? 
| honestly don’t recall. But | do know that no one got hurt, and I’m 
guessing that within a day or two the whole thing was forgotten. So 
now you might be thinking to yourself, well this guy has never had to 
actually use in real life the self-defense or street-fighting techniques 
he’s writing about! What qualifies him to write a book on self-defense 
and street fighting? 


Well, good question. Who knows? Maybe |’m not qualified to write a 
book like this. But ld rather have you be mad at me for writing the 
book than have Kathy be mad at me for not writing the book. I’m 
serious. Kathy told me to write this book and that’s the end of the 
discussion. If you or even | for that matter don't like it, we’re just going 
to have to learn to live with it. After all, what’s my option? Side kick 
Kathy off of me? Come on. You guys know how women can be, and 
you women certainly know how women can be. Let’s not sugarcoat it. 


Anyway, keeping it real further, was | ever in any fights before starting 
to learn martial arts? Well, actually, funny you should ask. Plenty of 
fights. More than | can recall. Growing up, | used to fight at the drop of 
a hat. And it seemed that hats were always dropping all around me. 
Sometimes, the idiot | was, | threw the first (totally unnecessary) 
punch. I’m saddened to know that at least three guys, if they’re still 


alive, have scars on their upper lips from first punches | delivered. 


One fateful rainy day, unbeknownst to me, the few guys from my far 
side of town got a ride home from junior high school by one of their 
mothers, and | ended up on the school bus alone with all those guys 
from that other side of town. So, I’m standing up in the front of the bus, 
holding onto the little rail-gate thingy the bus driver puts in place once 
everyone is on board. lm facing forward, hands on the gate. (I can’t 
recall exactly why | wasn’t sitting, or why the driver might have allowed 
me to be standing.) And | get hit with a paper clip shot from a rubber 
band. And then | get hit with another paper clip shot from a rubber 
band. 


=) 
FIGHTS AND FRIGHTS 


| typed the chapter title for each of the preceding four chapters before 
starting to write each of those chapters. | really have no idea where 
this is going right now, but the title “Fights and Frights” came to my 
mind. I’m going to talk about some fights I’ve had, it appears, and, | 
don’t know, frights rhymes with fights. | know that’s pretty thin, but 
that’s all I've got at the moment. 


So anyway, the second or so time it happens | turn quickly enough to 
see the culprit. The guy shooting me with those paper clips. He’s a 
biggish guy, way taller than me. He's sitting in an aisle seat maybe six 
or seven rows back. Not wanting to get hit with another paper clip or 
look like a wimp, | bound straight for that guy and punch him square in 
his face as he’s in the process of standing up to deal with me. 


And that’s it. Oh boy. All hell breaks loose. I’m jumped by, I’m 
guessing, eight, ten, or more guys. | don’t know. I’m getting punched 
in the face, head, and body. I’m getting kicked in the legs. I’m being 
struck by a seemingly endless stream of fists and feet. 


I’m doing the best | can to protect my head and face, and | somehow 
fight my way up onto a (then, anyway) empty seat and grab that bar 
that runs the length of the aisle—there’s one on each side of the aisle 
—and am kicking like a mule with both feet (one at a time). People are 
feeling me. But I’m still getting hit, too. And these guys just keep 
coming. They overpower me, breaking my grip on the bar and pushing 
me into one of those big bus windows. 


A safety feature on this bus, as | find out, is that the windows are 
attached by hinges on the top and pop out on the bottom. The force of 
me hitting the window makes the bottom of the window pop out even 
without using the little handles designed to make it do so. I’m on my 
way out that window. Below me is wet pavement being pummeled by 


rain, just as | had been pummeled with blows. lm face to face with 
black, wet death. 


Somehow, don't ask me how, on my way out that window I’m able to 
grab the bus by the window frame or whatever you want to call it. And 
| pull myself back into the bus. And you know what | see when | get 
back in? Nothing. Everyone is sitting in their seats as innocent looking 
as newborn babies. As sweet looking as cherry pie. Few even make 
eye contact with me. 


| spend the rest of that bus ride home back up in the front of the bus. 
Standing. But not facing forward this time. Facing back. Keeping every 
single one of those innocent newborn babies clearly in view. 


One time, when | was fourteen or fifteen, | get cornered in a men’s 
restroom by three older, bigger guys. They are blocking the only exit 
out of the restroom. One of them turns off the light, and in the 
darkness | catch a hard, pointy, sharp kick to the ribs. Then the light 
goes back on. | didn’t know which one had kicked me. And they are all 
smiling. And | just know they are going to pounce at any moment. A 
quick glance down at their footwear. One pair of cowboy boots. That’s 


At what I’m pretty sure was a fraction of a second before they were 
going to move, | move. Fast. Instinctively. | reach out and grab the 
cowboy by his long, ratty hair with my left hand, and his belt in the 
back with my right hand, and turn him sideways so he becomes a 
barrier between me and the other two guys. | then start banging his 
face into the urinal. There is blood. | let go of the belt and hold 
cowboy’s head in the urinal as | give it a flush while screaming at the 
other two guys, “You want a piece of me you so and so’s!?” Not my 
exact words, of course. Those two guys look like they’ve seen Satin 
himself, and when | head for the door as I’m pushing the bloody 
cowboy to the floor with my right hand, they jump out of my way. 


Now | didn’t know how to fight, really. It was just all pure instinct. 


Adrenalin. It didn’t even seem like it was actually me doing it. 
Regardless, | got out of a major ass kicking that day. Of that I’m sure. 
Those guys were not playing. They were on a mission. They failed. 


Geez, after Kathy reads this she might think this idea of me writing this 
book was not such a good idea after all. Honestly, I’m not even sure 
I’m going to publish it or, for that matter, even finish writing it. With 
those two thoughts in mind, | guess | can keep writing for now. 


Let's see. I’m walking to grammar school one day, and an older, 
bigger kid comes up undetected by me and just hauls off and punches 
me in the side of the head. Sends me to the ground. | might have 
been unconscious briefly, but | don’t know that for sure. Speaking of 
which, when I’m fifteen or sixteen | piss a guy off by something | say. 
He’s maybe seventeen, and huge. Built like a gorilla. He punches me 
in the side of my head and down | go. | believe | might have been 
unconscious briefly, but again, | don’t know that for sure. You want 
more? Sure you do. 


At about the same age, | get into an argument with two guys in a 
recreation room over a pool game. One thing leads to another, and it 
gets physical. | end up taking the thick end of a pool cue right on the 
top of my head. | go down, hard, and immediately scoot under the 
pool table to avoid that possible next strike to the head. 


When I’m seventeen or eighteen, I’m walking down a street in my 
hometown with a friend of mine. Who comes down the street but my 
girlfriend, Lisa. She’s a year younger than me. Surprised to see her 
walking alone, and in that part of town, | investigate further. Turns out 
she has her father’s handgun. Turns out a guy we all know had raped 
her. Turns out she’s really pissed off and out to settle the score. 


(Anyway, | admit it. | wasn’t exactly not under the influence of anything 
at the time. But back to our story, even though that is in fact a valid 
part of the story.) 


| tell Lisa I'll take care of things. | send her and her father’s gun back 


home. | find the guy and one of his buddies on the street. My buddy is 
already holding my coat. | hit the guy in the head with a big rock I’ve 
picked up along the way for just such an occasion, then drop the rock 
and grab his wrist with both hands and swing him around by his arm 
headfirst into a parked car, actually breaking his arm in the process. 
Next day down by the schoolyard where some of us young folk hung 
out, his mother tries to run me over with her car. And she almost gets 
me! Seriously. She’s pissed. But she should be thanking me. After all, 
| saved her son’s life! 


| could go on. I’m not bragging. I’m not proud of any of this. In fact, I’m 
disgusted by it. It’s ugly. It’s sickening. 


6 
FIGHTING IS NOT GOOD 


Not everyone agrees of course, but in my opinion fighting is not good. 
I've literally been in more fights than | can remember. Really. That was 
just the tip of the iceberg. The young me had a chip on his shoulder. 
The young me was an idiot. A fool. In my own defense, though, | 
almost never went out looking for trouble and | was seldom the 
aggressor. But trouble seemed to have a way of finding me, 
demanding my attention. The younger me was naive. The older, wiser 
me can now look back and see that most of the physical altercations | 
was involved in could have been avoided. By me. 


It's funny, but I just this moment realized that | had to learn how to 
fight in order to learn how to not fight—and | mean as in not fighting at 
all, not as in not fighting in a certain way. 


And as | wrote earlier, I'm not a tough guy. I’m not very big. I’m not 
very strong. I’m not very young. Put me in a cage today with any 
professional mixed martial arts fighter, male or female, and the odds 
are lIl end up hamburger meat. Just stick me on a bun, get a side 
order of fries, and you've got dinner. 


And maybe you are not a tough guy or a tough gal either. But that 
does not mean you don't have the right to keep yourself safe. That 
does not mean you don't have the right to defend yourself and protect 
yourself if the need ever arises. You have the right. | could argue that 
you've not only got the right, but the responsibility. Don’t you have 
people who need you or depend on you for one thing or another? 
What would they do if you were dead or permanently incapacitated in 
some way? | say your highest priority when you leave your home each 
day is to return to your home in one piece at the end of the day. Is 
there any priority higher than that? Think about it. I’m waiting... 


The first and foremost thing | want you to know about fighting is that 


it's not good. It’s bad. If we are going to judge it, then lets judge it as 
bad. Violence. The very frequency of the word makes my skin crawl. | 
hope you never have to fight to defend yourself physically. | really do. 
But | know it’s going to happen to a lot of people. If it ever happens to 
you, | want you to be safe. 


Remember though that fighting is not good. Let that be your mantra. 
My philosophy is that fighting is an absolute last resort. Anything but 
that. Running, even. | know the macho guys reading this won't like 
that idea much. After all, who wants to look like a chicken? 


| don’t care. lIl run if | can. FII howl like a coyote and make bizarre 
faces while singing “Girls Just Want to Have Fun” to make people 
think I’m crazy and take pity on me or fear me and, thus, either way, 
hopefully not try to hurt me. You get the general idea. 


Fighting is not good. It’s to be avoided at all costs. And what about the 
legal implications? Hurt someone, even in self-defense, and there’s a 
chance you could end up in jail or prison. Is it worth it? Do you really 
have that much to prove that you're willing to risk losing your freedom 
over it? Fine, you don’t want to look like a chicken in front of your 
friends. But if you go to prison? Are they going to visit you? Bring you 
an apple pie with a file in it? And remember, if you unnecessarily 
resort to violence on the outside, and it gets you put on the inside, 
then what? Talk about violence. Well if you were looking for trouble 
you went to the right place. 


Fighting is not good. Let’s be reasonable here and admit that. If you’re 
out in the bars or out on the streets on Friday nights with your chest all 
puffed out, just waiting for someone to test you so you can show your 
buddies and your girlfriend and everyone else just how tough you are, 
knock it off. Cut the crap. This is just my opinion, and | mean this in 
the nicest possible way, but you are a damn idiot. You don’t have the 
sense you were born with. 


Don't you realize that macho bull can get you killed? Don’t you realize 


that a guy half your size can stick you with a knife a half dozen times 
before you ever even see the damn thing? You think you’re tough? 
You're not tough. You're stupid. Lets not sugarcoat it. Please wake 
up. Grow up. You may have gotten away with the tough-guy act up 
until now, but why push your luck? 


Win or lose, you lose. Even if you win, maybe you'll end up 
incarcerated. Even if you win, maybe the guy is a psychopath who is 
now hellbent on getting revenge against you and maybe even your 
loved ones. For what? Please. Fighting is not good. Can we agree on 
that? Can we all just grow up? 


You know the best way to win a fight? Avoid it. If you don't fight, you 
win. If you fight, one way or another, you lose. Talk your way out of a 
fight if you can. Are tensions starting to build? Leave the vicinity. Get 
out of there. It’s not worth it. The first thing for you to get is that fighting 
is the last thing. You want to learn self-defense techniques? Well how 
about you first learn to conduct yourself and your life so that you make 
it highly unlikely that you’ll ever have to use self-defense techniques in 
a real fight? You want to learn how to win a street fight? Well how 
about you first learn to conduct yourself and your life so that you make 
it highly unlikely that you'll ever be involved in a street fight? 


I’m not just talking here. I’m giving you what | believe to be some of 
the best advice you'll ever hear about surviving violent physical 
confrontations: Don’t be in any. That’s it. The beauty of it! The 
simplicity of it! There are concrete things you can do to make that 
more likely. And there are less tangible things you can do to make it 
more likely that you won't end up in violent physical confrontations. 
Further on we'll talk more about all that. For this moment, just know 
that avoidance is key. 


| was planning to at some point have you watch some online videos. 
Two kinds. First, footage of real-life violent encounters. And second, 
instructional videos on martial arts and self-defense. And, come to 
think of it, some of the instructional videos use footage of real-life 


violent encounters as teaching aids. Show and tell. 


In winding up this chapter on fighting not being good, I’m going to 
suggest and request that you see for yourself just how not good it is. 
This stuff is not pretty. And as a metaphysical/spiritual author, l'Il admit 
that me suggesting you watch some of this real-life ugliness caught on 
camera doesn’t sound like very metaphysical, spiritual, or new-age- 
type advice. Sorry. But you can’t be ready for something you’ve never 
seen. And | want you to be ready. | really do. So, first things first. 


Go to wherever you watch online videos and search “real street fights” 
and “unprovoked attacks” and such terms. Spend some time. We'll 
talk soon. 


7 
AWARENESS 


For the record, | finished up the last chapter at 8:35pm last night. | 
wrote all day. About twelve hours. Today is Sunday, 6/17/18. It’s 
10:37am. | just finished up reading over everything | wrote yesterday, 
and now I’m ready to get back at it. So, did you do it? Did you watch 
some videos as | suggested? | hope you did. 


Now, there is a whole other level to this thing. And that’s that this is all 
an illusion—everything we think of as material reality. And that’s that 
we are all one. In a very real way. The mystics tell us. The quantum 
physicists tell us. We're all connected, and there are no actual lines 
separating us from one another. It’s all perception. Those of you who 
know what I’m talking about know what I’m talking about. And those of 
you who don’t, don’t. And we'll just accept that for the moment. 


But here, in this illusion, in this so-called material world, there is a 
certain reality going on even though none of it is real. It’s like we’re in 
a movie, and it’s a sometimes very violent, volatile, and unpredictable 
movie. And you are a character in the movie. I’m assuming you're a 
good guy or gal. And there are bad guys and bad gals as well. White 
hats and black hats, you could say. 


Some of those characters hurt other characters. To play your part well 
in this movie, you've got to take into consideration that the script might 
at some point put you in a position in which you'll have to defend 
yourself from bodily harm or even death at the hands of one or more 
of those bad guys or gals. So, get into character. 


If youve been paying attention thus far, and especially if you’ve 
watched some videos as | suggested you do, you're well on your way 
toward developing a crucial element that will help you in your 
endeavor to stay safe. And just what is that element? Awareness. 


There are many levels of awareness, not the least of which are 
metaphysical or spiritual in nature. And we've touched on that just a 
bit so far. And many people are sorely lacking that type of awareness. 


Another level of awareness many people are sorely lacking is just 
basic awareness of what is going on around them in this illusion—in 
this dream we call life. People have blinders on. People are in denial. 
People don't want to deal with it. Call it what you will, many people just 
do not see much at all of what is right there in front of their noses. 
They don't want to acknowledge it. They pretend that things are 
different than they are, or that the bad things they know happen will 
never happen to them. Sometimes that’s just wishful thinking. 


And what makes those people immune from, say, getting jumped on 
the street some night? Nothing. Well, that’s not strictly true—there are 
factors such as divine intervention, for instance, that can and do come 
into play at certain times for certain people. But do you want to just 
hope and assume that will always be you? 


Awareness is about understanding the nature of the story you are in, 
and then using common sense and some prudent preparation to keep 
yourself from being negatively impacted by some of the courser, more 
dangerous aspects of the story. So, what does that look like? Well, 
you're in touch with “reality” meaning you know what is going on out 
there. It means that when you enter a room or an area full of 
strangers, you have the habit of scanning the environment and 
noticing any potential threats. 


To me, this all just seems like common sense. Like, of course | want 
to notice if there are any potential threats to my safety in the 
environment | currently have my illusion-self inserted into. Yes, it 
seems like common sense but it’s surprisingly uncommon. Just look 
around you. People are in a fog. Just watch some of those sneak-up- 
and-punch-to-the-head videos. You can see how those who get 
punched are taken totally by surprise and off guard. 


And it’s not even that they let their guard down. Most people walk 
around with no appreciable guard up—physical-threat-from-other- 
human-beings-wise speaking. Am | right? And does any of this 
describe you? Are you alert enough as you go through your day-to- 
day life that you will have a good chance of having at least some 
notice before a punch or bat hits you in the head or before you catch a 
knife in the gut? 


In other words, are you easy prey? Would a predator be able to spot 
you from a mile away? Predators are looking for easy prey, and if 
you're easy prey they’re looking for you. 


A key weapon in the predator’s arsenal—along with the guns, knives, 
and pool cues, of course—is the element of surprise. With the element 
of surprise on their side, predators know they have a big advantage 
over potential victims. If they notice the element of surprise has been 
lost, they might likely conclude this person is not worth the risk. They 
might conclude that there are easier targets out there. No one wants 
to get hurt. And that includes predators. Show a predator that the 
possibility of him (or her! | do get it, ladies!) getting hurt has been 
increased, and that predator is likely to just move on. 


But of course, in certain environments such as in places where there 
are a lot of people closely huddled together such as at music concerts 
or theme parks, your chances of foiling a predator’s plan for a surprise 
attack go way down. You just can’t scan 360 degrees nonstop. So, 
what to do? Well, if you’re worried enough about it stay away from 
parades and other crowded public places. Hey, it’s an option. And 
barring that, at least try to be as vigilant as you can be, and 
understand the nature of the reality you are currently in. 


On the other side of the coin, though, are places where there are few 
people. Those can be dangerous too. Few or no witnesses! No help! 
I’m nineteen, | guess. Brand new to California. A small group of guys 
and | go camping on the Colorado River. A few of us are lazily floating 
down the river on our rafts and inner tubes or whatever they were. 


Drinking beer and doing whatever. And then, there they are. The two 
of them. 


They come up out of nowhere. Each holding a shotgun. On a low 
ridge on the side of the river, just above us. Close. Totally in shotgun 
range. And they just stare down at us with looks of death that would 
have put the fear of God into the Grim Reaper himself. If they would 
have shot us, | would have bet with my dying breath that we weren't 
the first ones. I’m serious. So, what happens? Nothing. | just watch 
them closely, silently, until they are out of my view. They didn’t shoot 
us, so what’s my point? One of my points is that they could have shot 
us. Shot me. 


8 
BELOW THE SURFACE 


Now why would two guys with shotguns come out and make a show of 
themselves like that, yet not do anything? That brings up a point that | 
sometime later started contemplating. And that is the possibility that 
they had fully intended to shoot us. You heard me. Fully intended to. 
And if that’s true, then why didn’t they? 


Here’s where the river water starts getting a little muddy. | recall that 
after the incident, no one spoke about it. There was no, like, Hey, did 
you see those two Deliverance-lookin’ dudes with the shotguns? What 
was that about? And when | would later, and even right now, think 
about it, | would and do recall that the incident had a very bizarre, 
surreal feel to it. Like everything just got deathly quiet and still and 
thick. And like everything that was in motion slowed way down. 


I've had other such experiences. Like something bizarre happens, but 
yet no one talks about how bizarre it was. Like something happens, 
and the whole texture of the environment, the experience, and even 
time itself takes on a whole different feel. Like whatever is happening 
is happening in plain sight, yet there is also something unseen going 
on as well. Something not recognized. Something below the surface. 
And what might that be? | wouldn’t come to understand it until 
decades later. With more experience. We could call it divine 
intervention. But that term might not be the best one to use, as it 
implies assistance from an outside source. It might be better to simply 
call it mind power. Or even spiritual energy. We all have this mind 
power, this spiritual energy. And as I’ve come to know, we can use 
this power and energy long before we consciously know how. Long 
before we have any idea at all that we are even doing it. Call me 
crazy, but looking back on that experience with those two guys with 
the shotguns, I’ve come to believe that / stopped them from shooting. 


| look back and recall what | can only describe as a battle of wills. | 


could not have articulated it at the time or even for years after, but I’m 
telling you that it has become clear to me that me and a few other 
guys were going to be shot, and | unknowingly used my spiritual will to 
counter the wills of those two men who wanted to shoot us. Sounds 
really crazy, huh? Well, read on. 


The reason I’m so sure of what I’m telling you is that it’s not the only 
time mind power, spiritual energy, and sheer force of will power have 
kept me from getting shot. Oh, and | don’t expect that everyone who 
reads what I’m writing here will believe it. Especially since I’m 
assuming many who read this book will not be students of 
metaphysics, mind power, or spirituality. But | know some people will 
hear me loud and clear, and will know exactly what I’m talking about. 
And either way, I’ve got to speak my truth on this one. So, I'll tell you 
about one of the times someone tried to pull a gun on me. 


It was a couple of decades ago. And by the way, I’m going to shorten 
this way up. There’s a whole screenplay in this thing, but I’m going to 
give you the edited-down version of just the last, say, twenty minutes 
or so of a longstanding situation. Kathy, her sister, and | are far away 
from home. We are in the back seat of a car. A very well-dressed, 
dangerous looking man with the smell of death on him is supposed to 
be driving us somewhere we want to go; he’s supposed to be driving 
us to the airport. But when he starts pulling to the right to get off our 
road at the wrong exit, | quickly realize that this guy is actually intent 
on taking us somewhere we don’t want to go. 


| speak right up: This is not the right exit. This is not the right exit! Do 
not get off here! What the f*** are you doing!? VIl cut the verbal part 
short here, but | went totally off on this guy. | was scared. In case you 
don’t know it, I’m very psychic. The exit he’s trying to get off at is not a 
busy one. And there is an area under the road, down at the bottom of 
the ramp and to the left. 


And | psychically see down there. A big car, and three or four big 
(relative to me) men are waiting for us. Expecting us. At this point, I’m 


screaming—stuff | won’t repeat here—at the top of my lungs with all 
the fury of hell but also all the power of Heaven. And I’m exerting my 
will power, spiritual energy, and mind power while staring intently at 
those two hands on that steering wheel. And those hands and 
forearms are tense, trying to keep the wheel turned to the right. But 
the wheel is struggling to turn left. You heard me. Struggling. 


So the screaming is going on as much as ever and, by the way, this 
guy never says one word the whole time. Those arms and hands are 
visibly about as tense as they can be, struggling to keep that steering 
wheel to the right. And then bam, that wheel jerks to the left at what is 
just about the last possible second to do so before being totally 
committed to and engaged with that offramp. You heard me. The 
wheel jerked to the left. So now were still on the correct road, but 
we're not out of the woods. I’m still screaming because | know this guy 
has still got his agenda. And | watch as his right hand starts to reach 
toward what I'll call a book bag on the floor just to his right. The guy is 
not saying a word. Kathy and her sister are as silent as two cloistered 
nuns in comas with duct tape over their mouths. I’m exerting my will 
like our very lives depend on me doing so. And I’m watching as that 
hand and arm, fully tense and shaking now, are trying to get to that 
bag which, by the way, | already psychically know absolutely has a 
gun in it. That goes on for what seems like forever. Me screaming God 
only knows what vile verbiage, and that hand and arm struggling and 
shaking in the air. 


| later learned that during this ordeal Kathy was having a psychic 
vision of the guy pulling the gun and shooting me in the chest right 
there where | sat. But anyway, let me jump ahead to the end. Are you 
ready for it? The guy takes us to the airport. | tip him twenty dollars. 
He never says a word. As we are walking away from the car, | keep 
looking back. The guy’s hands are glued to the steering wheel. He’s 
staring straight ahead like a statue. Then it dawns on me: This hired 
gun is in big trouble. How the heck is he ever going to explain this one 
to the boss? He was on a mission. He failed. 


Sure, | guess sometime soon we'll be talking about hitting people in 
the throat with a leopard paw strike, or hammerfisting them on the 
nose, or stomping them on the top of their foot but always remember 
that stuff like that is always a last resort. | won't even call it Plan B. FII 
call it Plan Z. The plan we hopefully never have to resort to. Please 
remember that there is a power—call it will power, mind power, 
spiritual energy, whatever—that can help us get out of the most 
dangerous, immediate, worst-case scenarios with never a punch 
being thrown, with never a shot being fired, with not so much as a fly 
getting hurt. That is real power. We all have that power within us. We 
have the potential for tapping that power. And it’s always there—below 
the surface. 
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OF MICE AND MIND 


I’m baaaak. | didnt get a chance to write yesterday. Today is 
Tuesday, 6/19/18, and the time right now is 9:45 p.m. | don’t have 
much of an idea of where this book is going. There’s no outline, 
remember. But a few ideas have been coming to me about things it 
would be good for me to include, so I’ve been making some notes that 
| can refer to later. 


Now I’m not planning for this book to be a “journal,” but I’ve decided to 
tell you about certain events of the last two days. | had quite a 
discussion with Kathy about whether or not | should even include this 
material. It was an agonizing decision but | finally decided to spill the 
beans. Well, no beans were actually involved. But there was peanut 
butter. You heard me. Peanut butter. 


There are multiple reasons it was a hard decision to finally decide to 
write what I’m going to write here. lIl spare you from all but one of 
them, and that is that | was concerned | would lose credibility with 
some readers. In other words, concerned that certain readers simply 
would not believe what I’m about to tell you. Heck, Kathy and her 
sister and | can barely believe it. 


First, some back story. There used to be cats in our neighborhood. 
Stray cats. We had one, a black cat, that used to hang out in our yard 
all the time. Kathy even used to pet it, though | wasn’t sure how 
sanitary that was, what with it being a stray and all. But we never fed 
it. Ever. No food, milk. No water, either. And there was a yellow cat 
we'd see often as well. 


Now | have absolutely no idea why the stray cats have apparently 
abandoned this neighborhood (or at least our yard). Especially since 
food for them is plentiful at the moment. We talked about it a couple of 
hours ago, and we all figure it's been, say, two years or more since 


we've seen a cat in the yard. Sure, the yard is fenced and gated, but 
that never kept them out before. 


| know what some who read this will be thinking right about now: 
What's this got to do with self-defense? That question, by the way, is 
one of the other reasons | was hesitant about writing this at all. But, 
hey. This book is about self-defense. And it’s about mind power. And 
between yesterday and today, | used mind power in self-defense. 
Against mice. You heard me. Mice. 


(I’m trying to write tight, but I’m already feeling this might end up going 
into another chapter. We'll see. | don’t want to leave anything 
important out.) 


We've lived on this property for about ten years. I’ve got the front 
house all to myself—the recluse that | am—and Kathy and her sister 
live in the guesthouse out back. The guesthouse, which is made of 
cement blocks, has always been immune to rodent activity. We've 
never even had one mouse in there. 


The front house—my house—on the other hand, has had bouts of 
rodent activity in the attic and attached garage. And this is a 
convenient location for a rodent. You see, we have this tree in the 
back yard, close to the front house, even overhanging the awning over 
the patio. And the rodents (I’ve seen rats, too) just love those brown 
berry-type things that grow on that tree. Don’t ask me what they're 
called or what the tree is called. If | knew, I’d tell you. | think you know 
me well enough by now to know that. The rodents eat through these 
soft brown berries to get at the centers—the berries are green and 
hard for a long time, but eventually mature or whatever and turn brown 
and get soft—and the soft berries, slimy and gooey on the inside, fall 
to the ground. For a while now, Kathy’s sister has been having to 
sweep them up off the cement walkway every morning and rake them 
up from the grass at intervals. 


Now as you know, rodents are nocturnal creatures. They're awake 


and active at night, and nowhere to be seen or even heard—generally 
speaking on the “heard” part—during the day. Oh, | guess | should 
make clear here that since the stray cats have been gone, the rodent 
population has increased. To be expected. Right? 


But anyway, for months now this home has felt a lot less homey 
because starting later afternoon on many days | hear scratching-type 
noises in the attic. Oh, and let me toss in here for anyone who might 
be wondering that in all these years only one mouse has found its way 
into the house. | saw it in the bathroom one night and was able to 
catch it by putting a plastic bowl over it and sliding a piece of 
cardboard under the bowl and flipping it over. Oh, and this was years 
ago. 


Anyway, | determined that the mouse might have squeezed in through 
the little bit of space around the water hose that comes through the 
wall and goes to the toilet. | covered that opening with duct tape and 
end of problem regarding the inside of the house. But not end of 
problem regarding the attic. We used to have the house-pest guy 
come around and set traps years ago. And we had him check for 
possible entry points into the attic and garage. He found some and 
closed them off. But he apparently didn't find all of them. 


In the hallway between the front living room and the bathroom is a big 
grate on the ceiling. That is where the air is sucked up for the cooling 
and heating, and the cooled or heated air then comes out of other, 
much smaller, grates in the ceiling throughout the house. Connected 
to that grate is a huge—like, | don’t know, eighteen inches or so wide 
—flexible hose. 


| use a six-foot ladder to be able to get up there to push that grate up. 
That’s not all that easy to do with that hose attached and whatever 
else might be blocking me from doing so. | can’t move the grate— 
which is about twenty-one inches square—completely away from the 
Opening, but | can get my head and arms up there to put a trap. And 
I’ve always got one up there. 


Oh, and lm sure you've figured out by now that | bait that trap with 
peanut butter. Not beans. Makes sense, right? And every once in a 
while that trap does catch a mouse. Before yesterday, though, it had 
been quite some time since lve found a mouse in the trap. The 
problem, | guess, is that the mice don't tend to hang out in that 
particular area of the attic. | know this because | don’t usually see 
droppings in the vicinity. You might be thinking what I’m thinking, like, 
wouldn't they smell the peanut butter and come get it even though it's 
not on their normal path? The answer is apparently no. Not often. | 
can't explain it all. I'm not a mouse expert. 


Anyway, | must be psychic or something like that. I’ve used up my 
self-imposed page limit for this chapter, and so we'll continue this 
conversation in the next chapter. But at least | think I’m done with the 
backstory. So, now on to the good stuff! 
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GET OUT OF MY HOUSE! 


Now if you thought the last chapter was exciting—oh come on now, 
admit it—you ain't seen nothin’ yet. 


Now, | am reasonably sure that what I’m about to share here could be 
one of the strangest, most bizarre mouse stories ever told. And it’s 
true! | feel | need to remind you of that. Anyone who knows me knows 
| would not make up a story like this and then present it as true. And 
anyone who knows Kathy knows that she would not be a party to such 
a deception, and that if | were to perpetrate such a deception she’d be 
very displeased with me and I’m sure that whatever level of respect 
she has for me would be compromised. So, please know that what I’m 
about to tell you is true. 


By the way, it’s still the same day. It’s 11:29 p.m. as | write this 
sentence. So, we’re starting with yesterday. Monday. Late afternoon. 
I'm sitting at my computer exactly as I’m doing right now. Oh, yeah, 
that does seem like a long time to have worked on the previous 
chapter. It was a slow go. And | kept going back and rereading what | 
was writing, trying to get it all down in an acceptable way, meaning not 
dragged out but not missing important details either. 


So late afternoon yesterday, at my computer, and | hear scratching 
not just from the ceiling, but it seems to be coming right from the small 
grate on the ceiling just a few feet to the left of being directly over me. 
And | think, What are you doing? Trying to get in here? No! 


| get out of my chair, grab a broom from the kitchen, and start banging 
the handle end up by the grate and yelling at the mouse. You heard 
me. | was yelling at the mouse. Oh, and by the way, at this point, even 
though I’ve known for months that something spends its days in my 
attic, | had no knowledge of it being more than one creature. In other 
words, in the preceding months I’d never heard scratching from more 


than one area on the ceiling at the same time—though | have heard 
that in years past. So this whole time I’ve been hoping and assuming it 
was just one mouse. 


Now, back to the yelling at the mouse. And boy, was | pissed! You so 
and so (not my exact words, of course)! No! Get out of my house! And 
the whole time I’m yelling at the mouse (I wish | could see your face 
every time | say that) I’m putting out this mental force. | did not realize 
it was nor would | have called it mind power, but that’s exactly what it 
was—mind power. The frustration had been building for months, | 
guess. And now trying to get in here? No! That is not acceptable! 


Yeah, it was mind power. Emotion. An image in my mind of my attic 
being rodent free. And, really, it was a very strong intention. | intended 
to get that mouse out of there. Didn’t know how | was going to do it. 
But l’d reached the limit of my patience. | exerted a strong will that the 
mouse could not stay. And if you would have asked me then, that | 
could have articulated. 


Fast forward to this morning. Oh man, now we're getting to it. Anyway, 
it's very early. Maybe, say, 5:30 a.m. And | climb up that ladder as is 
my usual habit in the morning. | move the grate aside. Peek my head 
up there. One hand holding a small flashlight. And | am absolutely 
dumbfounded and confused by what | see. There are two mice in the 
snap trap. Two! And I’m thinking, How is this even possible? | never 
even heard of this happening in my whole life. 


With some detective work (step aside Columbo, there’s a new kid in 
town), | figure out what had happened. The clue that gave it away was 
that almost all the peanut butter had been eaten. Well, that shouldn't 
happen. Not if the trap is working properly. What | deduced had 
happened was that one mouse was chowing down on the peanut 
butter and then another mouse came along and wanted in on the 
action. The other mouse stepped up to the plate and, bingo! The trap 
worked and | got two mice. Bizarre! 


But as amazing as that is in and of itself, and | might have written 
about it here even if that was all there was to it, the story gets even 
stranger. Much stranger. It’s right about 7:30am, a couple of hours 
after ld emptied and rebaited and reset the trap. It’s daylight. Mice 
should not be active. I’m in the kitchen talking to Kathy on the 
intercom. I'd told her about the two mice. And | hear what sounds like 
the trap going off. 


| tell Kathy, You’re not going to believe this but | think the trap just 
went off again. She tells me she heard it, too. It was loud. Kathy, FI 
call you right back. So | drag the ladder out of the back room again, 
climb up there and, you guessed it: another mouse. Another. Mouse! 
In broad daylight. Two hours after emptying the trap of two mice. None 
of us could believe it, exactly. 


And this would be an amazing story if that was the end of it. But it’s 
not. Remember that TV show from way back when? The Twilight 
Zone? Well, right now | feel like I’m in it. So we’ve got a third mouse, 
and the fact that | didn’t lose any peanut butter tells me the trap had 
worked exactly as it was designed to. 


Stick with me now. You're not going to want to miss this. My regular 
sleeping schedule has been a bit off kilter lately. This afternoon | get 
to the point where I’ve just got to lie down. And | sleep, hard, from 
around 4:30 p.m. to around 7:30 p.m. at which time | get up and go to 
the bathroom. | come out, head toward the kitchen, and stop to read 
something on the island counter. And keep in mind, this is almost 
exactly twelve hours after the last catch—within a few minutes or so. 
And... 


| hear that trap go off again! Ladder. Flashlight. Another mouse. So 
there was an unproductive, baited trap in the attic for months. One or 
more residents in the attic the whole time, but no takers. And then 
within about a day of that blast of mind power, spiritual energy, 
emotional energy, intention, and will the trap goes off three times 
catching four mice. What do you make of that? You’ve heard the 


saying about fact being stranger than fiction, | presume? Well, there 
you go! 


| used mind power in self-defense against what turned out to be 
multiple rodent opponents, and in the process increased my belief in 
and awe of mind power. And | didn’t even know there was any room 
for an increase in them because they were both already so strong. 


I've used mind power—in financial self-defense—to attract six-figure 
windfalls over the years, even attracting two of them within a three- 
month period years back when our household was $50,000 in credit 
card debt and we were not far from ending up on the street. Those 
were big deals. And | consider this just as big. 
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TIME TO KICK SOME ASS 


The previous chapter was written in less time than the one before it. 
That’s always nice. It’s way past my normal bedtime, and | don't like 
being up this late. But my sleeping patterns have been out of whack 
lately, and | did sleep three hours this afternoon. So | want to see if | 
can get another chapter in. Before | do, though, | want to reread 
everything I’ve already written, not counting the two chapters | just 
wrote. After two chapters of cats, rats, mice, spilled beans, and peanut 
butter, | really want to get a chapter in more along the lines of what a 
reader might expect from a book about self-defense and street 
fighting. No promises, but lets see what | might be able to come up 
with for you. Back soon. 


I'm back. Regarding the title of this chapter and it being time to kick 
some ass—just kidding. | just always wanted to say that. And actually, 
it's 2:14 a.m. so it’s way too late to be kicking any ass. 


But speaking of kicking some ass, let’s talk a bit more about self- 
defense and street fights or whatever. So, | reread those chapters | 
told you I’d reread. (I’m a man or woman of my word. Did | get it right, 
ladies?) | made a few notes, and now let’s see where we go. 


| wrote this in the first chapter: “Until one fateful day when | literally 
flew too high.” Reading that, | realized that | never again flew that 
high. That was it. The most notable kick of my kicking life. Sure, | got 
back to doing that same kick again eventually. But | never flew that 
high again. | guess to do so would have required having Frank and his 
TKD buddy to hold out their arms. Just as well—you saw where that 
got me the first time! 


Something else that occurred to me that I'll toss in here because I’ve 
got to squeeze it in somewhere is that if you are or if you might like to 
become a dedicated martial artist and spend your life becoming expert 


at one or more existing martial arts, well | think that’s great. 


But I’m not writing this book specifically for you. Heck, if you’re an 
experienced, expert martial artist you might well be able to kick my 
ass and so think a guy like me has nothing to teach you. Whatever. 
Just keep in mind that if you want to kick my ass you're going to have 
to catch me first and you might also have to suffer through a madman 
rendition of one of my favorite Cyndi Lauper songs. You have been 
warned. Daddy dig? 


| would like to add in here that | would caution you no matter what 
rank you hold in whatever style to never become too confident. Keep 
your ego in check. I’ve heard multiple stories over the years of martial 
artists—even black belts—getting their butts handed to them by non- 
martial artists. Some guys have been fighting in the streets and in jails 
and prisons all their lives. Its what they do. Some guys are freakishly 
strong, or fast, or vicious. Some guys carry knives. Guns. Travel in 
packs. You might not be able to handle that. And who’s to say the guy 
in front of you hasn’t been studying martial arts since he was in the 
womb and could knock you into the next county with a one-inch 
punch? | respect your dedication to your art, and | respect your 
abilities. | really do. And | wouldn’t want to go into the ring or the cage 
with you. | really wouldn’t. But I’m just as concerned for your safety— 
not to mention the safety of your potential victims—as | am for my own 
safety. Let’s all work together to make this world a better, safer place. 
OK? Let’s all get our heads on straight. OK? 


But anyway, when | first started writing this book | imagined | was 
addressing it more to the non-martial artists. Just regular men and 
women (no need to thank me ladies!). But now I’m starting to think 
that just about anyone could get something of value from reading this 
book, if for no other reason than because of the mind-power and 
spiritual-energy angle. But | don’t know how much advanced martial 
artists will get from what | might share regarding my fighting and self- 
defense techniques and philosophies. But hey, keep an open mind. 
After all, some of the deadliest martial arts came about from studying 


the movements of animals and even insects so, you know. Who 
knows? You might learn something. | mean, | might not be a tiger or a 
praying mantis but, hey, I’m not chopped liver either. 


Oh, and another word about experienced and expert martial artists. 
When | first got into the martial arts, | had this very naive, 
romanticized view of things. What | mean is, | understood that to 
become really proficient at the martial arts one had to be very 
disciplined and dedicated. And | somehow equated that to morality 
and character. Like, someone with all that discipline and dedication 
must just naturally be a good person. So, | figured the experts were all 
good people who would never misuse or abuse their arts. Wrong. 


To my slowly building shock and horror, over time | came to learn that 
not all black belts were what I’d assumed they would be. Some were 
real jerks. Dangerous jerks. Equipped with deadly skills, they'd be out 
on the street or wherever actually looking for the opportunity to kick 
someone's ass. Can you imagine? And, worse yet, | learned that even 
some of the “masters” were not as nice or benign as | would have 
hoped. 


So | don’t know if you’ve ever heard this warning before, but when 
you're looking for someone to teach you how to protect yourself be 
careful to not make yourself vulnerable by handing over that power to 
someone who you should actually have protection from. Does that 
make any sense? | sure hope it does because I’m deadly serious. It’s 
a jungle out there! And no less so in the martial arts world than the 
world in general. Trust me on this one. I’ve been there. Enough said? 


I’m going to start in on something | know | won't be wrapping up by the 
end of this chapter so, you guessed it, we'll just keep right on going in 
the next chapter as if nothing ever happened. 


I'm going back now to earlier when | was talking about the 
hypothetical defender with the side-kick fetish. | showed how with 
basically two little moves and one stance—a quick shuffle or jump 


back or forward, a low side kick, and a side stance—that the defender 
could hypothetically and credibly be expected to have a good chance 
at taking care of business against a punch, a kick from either leg, a 
rush-and-grab, a second attacker quickly approaching, and even a 
knife being pulled. Not bad for two moves and one stance. And lII add 
in here that the same would be true against a punch with that (usually) 
left hand, whether it be a jab or whatever. 


What | was trying to show you there is that effective self-defense does 
not need to be fancy or elaborate. If you have just relatively few 
techniques that can be applied to multiple scenarios, you can expect 
to do OK. 
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SIMPLICITY IS KEY 


Yes, with just relatively few self-defense techniques you can do quite 
well at defending yourself against the average level of skill and threat 
you're likely to face. Take that low side kick as an example. Get some 
footwork going for you, in other words become agile, fast, and 
proficient at moving around in all directions while maintaining your 
fighting stance, and develop speed, accuracy, and power with that 
kick with both of your legs, and you will be a force to be reckoned with 
on the street. And not just against non-martial artists. I’ve sparred with 
all belt levels, up to and including black belts, and | can tell you that 
my — side-stance-side-kick-jam-all-kicks-before-they-even-get-off-the- 
ground strategy was as irritating, frustrating, and humbling to black 
belts as it was to white belts. I’m not bragging. I’m trying to enlighten 
you. I’m trying to help you to be safe. 


They say that sometimes less is more, and | say that if that is true for 
anything its true for the person who wants to learn to defend 
themselves but doesn’t want to devote a good part of their lives 
learning a complicated, intricate, elaborate fighting system. Again, if 
that’s your thing, more power to you. But if not, take heart. All is not 
lost. When it comes to gaining the greatest level of self-defense skill 
without making it, basically, your life’s work, | believe simplicity is key. 
Of course, while you’re dancing around that dark alley side kicking six 
or seven guys in the knee, where are your hands? They’re up in front 
of you. Fists closed, hands open with palms facing forward, whatever. 
But that’s just a part of your stance. The thing is, for you to be able to 
reasonably have a high level of confidence in your ability to protect 
yourself, you have to learn that stance, learn that kick, and practice 
them—a lot. A skill not developed is not a skill. So, plan on practicing 
some techniques you like and feel comfortable with. Practice 
techniques together in a flowing manner to get used to (and to build 
the muscle memory and neural pathways for) stringing them together 


and adapting them to different situations. 


Now, | don’t think watching videos or reading books can take the place 
of being instructed in person by an expert. But you might be surprised 
at just how much you can learn from watching videos and reading 
books. There is so much knowledge out there. Some of it is good, 
some of it is not so good, and some of it is good but just—for whatever 
reason—not for you. 


This is not a picture book—as | told you right up front and as by now 
you know without doubt—so | can only “show” you so much. I’ve got 
words to work with. That’s it. You'll need to look up a few visuals 
yourself. For instance, find some photos and/or videos to see what a 
leopard paw looks like. It’s basically the hand with the fingers folded 
tightly at the second knuckles, thumb pressing in on the side. Make 
that fist, practice turning it right before impact, and aim it at throat 
level. You hit someone with that, there, and they will know it. 


Just one more technique, the leopard paw strike, and you've 
increased your readiness for battle exponentially. And that one strike 
can be used in all the same scenarios as that side kick. Simplicity is 
key. 
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| wish | could just leave that there knowing you'd really get it. Save 
myself some writing. But | don’t think | should. So, | made the 
statement that the leopard paw strike to the throat can be used in all 
the same scenarios as the side kick—meaning those we've covered. 
Was that an accurate statement? You decide. 


The defender in his side stance is facing his attacker who is in some 
sort of boxing-type front stance. Now keep in mind that our defender is 
fast and accurate. So, the attacker starts throwing a big right hand or 
even a Straight left hand, for that matter. The defender’s front—right— 
hand is as close to or closer to the attacker’s throat as either of the 
attacker’s hands are to any target he might go for on the defender. 


Instead of waiting for the punch to then block it, or trying to slip it or in 
some other way evade it, the defender shuffles in quickly whatever 
distance necessary, keeping his left hand up by his head as a guard, 
and delivers a (preemptive, of sorts) leopard paw strike to the 
attacker's throat, effectively taking all the steam and power right out of 
the attackers incoming punch before it even gets to its intended 
target. And not only that, but that little shuffle forward has now 
removed the defender from the target zone the punch is heading for, 
so even if the punch gets to where it was intended to get to, the 
defender will not be there when it does. Does that make sense? Think 
about it. 


The attacker goes to launch a kick with either leg, and the defender 
preemptively shuffles in (again, out of the target zone) and delivers a 
leopard paw strike to the attacker's throat, effectively taking the steam 
and power out of the kick. 


The attacker makes a move to rush in and grab the defender, and the 
defender either stands his ground or shuffles in, either way delivering 


that leopard paw strike to the opponent’s throat, effectively taking the 
steam and power out of the attacker’s entire body. 


The attacker is pulling a knife, and the defender could, conceivably, 
land that leopard paw strike first, while using the left hand and arm as 
an obstacle to the knife, effectively taking the steam and power out of 
that knife hand at least for the moment. To be fair, though, if a knife 
comes out, I’d say the better move for the defender would be to move 
back instead of forward and to use a low side kick instead of a leopard 
paw strike. 


After any of the above scenarios, the defender could quickly turn his 
head to see what’s going on around him, and seeing one of the 
attacker's buddies running up on him he can adjust his position and 
stance, even using a front-facing stance (which he didn’t really have to 
even learn, exactly, as it’s the basic stance mostly everyone uses by 
default), shuffle back, forward, left, right, or whatever, and deliver a 
preemptive (of sorts) leopard paw strike to the throat with either hand. 


And we haven't even talked about follow up yet. A low side kick to one 
of the attacker’s legs can be followed up with an immediate side kick 
from the defender’s same leg to the attacker’s other lower leg, or a 
leopard paw strike to the attacker's throat. Is this getting you excited? 
Is it making you more confident knowing that by just knowing a couple 
of techniques and how to move around on the dance floor you can 
reasonably expect to increase your fighting ability—and thus your 
likelihood of being the victor and not the victim in a physical 
confrontation—tenfold, twentyfold, fiftyfold? 


And we've only talked about a couple of techniques and a couple of 
target areas. And, indeed, sometimes less is best. But only to a point. 
And not quite enough is never quite enough. 


So let’s add in, say, a horse stance with that side stance and front 
stance. And let’s practice moving between those stances in all 
directions. Let’s add in a basic front kick (both snap and thrust), a 


back kick, and a foot stomp with that side kick. And with that leopard 
paw strike, let’s sprinkle in, oh, say, a karate chop, a hammerfist, an 
upward wrist strike, an open palm strike, an eye jab, an eye rake, and 
a crane beak strike. And let’s learn a few basic blocks. Inside to 
outside, outside to inside, up block, down block. And let’s practice and 
mix up all of these techniques in different combinations to address 
different possible scenarios. 


And to the lower leg and throat, let's add in a few more highly 
vulnerable targets. For instance the top of the foot, the groin, the sides 
and back of the neck, the jaw, just below the nose, the nose, the eyes, 
the temples. You get the idea. Do some research. Find the weapons 
and the targets that resonate with you. Find what you think will work 
best for you. Take at least some self-defense or martial arts classes if 
you can and feel so inclined. Watch instructional and real-life videos. 
Read books on self-defense and martial arts. Get yourself a workout 
partner if possible. (And before you even ask, sorry, I’m a recluse and 
| have absolutely no idea regarding the whereabouts of Frank.) 


This isn't rocket science. It's you taking the initiative to learn how to 
move, how to hit, and where to hit to a great enough degree that you 
feel more comfortable about your ability to defend yourself in real- 
world situations that could arise. No, it’s not rocket science. It’s 
common sense to those who know self-defense. But you’ve got to 
practice what is common sense so it becomes instinctive and so you'll 
do it automatically in a stressful, real-world violent encounter. 


You're responsible for your own physical safety, so take some 
responsibility for it. Make it a habit and chip away at it year after year 
after year. For the years I’ve spent playing around with my hobby, | 
could have black belts in several fighting systems by now. Thats not 
the road | took. So | work with what I’ve got. And you can work with 
what you've got, too. No pressure. Just chip away at it bit by bit. 


So, common sense. Like what? Like whatever you do, you've got to 
do it fast. Some big brute twice your size grabs you in a bear hug from 


behind. What do you do? Whatever you do, please don't do what most 
people would instinctively do, namely struggle with their strength 
against the attacker's strength. You’re not going to win that game, so 
why even play? 


Instead, the second you're grabbed do something designed to take 
the strength out of that hold and to get yourself out of it. Stomp on the 
top of the attacker's foot or feet if you can reach them. Bang the back 
of your head into his face. Shift your butt to the side and slap or 
hammerfist his groin. Pinch him! So, anything but to try to struggle free 
—that’s just a fool’s game. 
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More on common sense in a moment, but boy did you screw up. You 
made a huge mistake before that guy even grabbed you in that rear 
bear hug. Do you know what it was? Come on now, think! Give up? 
OK, I'll tell you. The mistake you made before he even grabbed you in 
that bear hug is that you didn’t see him coming. You didn’t notice the 
threat. You weren’t sufficiently aware of your surroundings. Perhaps 
you were even in a place you shouldn't have been, a place where 
such an event was more likely to occur. Am | lying? 


Had you been more aware, the likelihood of you being grabbed from 
behind like that would have been virtually nil. Nil | tell you. You know 
what nil is? It’s a whole lot better than an unsuspected bear hug from 


a big guy. 


OK. We interrupt our regularly scheduled paragraphs to bring you this 
announcement: | just had occasion to scroll back a way to check 
something out. And to my horror | discovered that Chapter 12, 
“Simplicity is Key,” is only two pages long. | goofed. | thought I'd 
written my requisite and customary four pages. In my own defense it’s 
7:42 a.m. Wednesday morning, and | have been up all night writing. 
By my calculations that’s twelve straight hours, and I’m still at it. | tried 
to figure out how to “fix” the “problem,” but there is no easy way to do 
it. lve made my bed, so to speak, and now I’m going to have to lie in 
it. And so anyway, | started thinking. The title of the chapter is 
“Simplicity is Key,” and it could be argued that a two-page chapter is 
simpler than a four-page chapter. So maybe all is in divine order 
anyway. And besides, maybe it’s good for me to give the ole’ OCD 
tendencies a swift side kick to the shin once in a while. 


So where were we? Oh yeah, what's common sense? Common sense 
is that if you are under the threat of severe bodily injury or even death, 
you keep it coming. You do not stop until the threat has been 


neutralized or you are able to escape from the area and the attacker's 
presence and reach. 


Now listen closely. Sure, | Know what | wrote above. But what we 
haven't talked much about yet is the legal implications that could come 
into play if you are ever in a physical confrontation. I’m no lawyer, but | 
do know there are laws. Even if you don’t break the law, you might 
really be under it trying to prove that. And regarding the law, | think 
you're in trouble if you deliver even one blow beyond what the law 
allows given the circumstances of the situation. Or if you throw what 
appears to have been the first strike, even if the other person made or 
began what you interpreted as an attack. 


And keep in mind that if you’re out in public there are cameras 
everywhere. And the altercation might well be caught on tape for all 
the world to see and study. Ideal is that you will not break the law and 
that it will be clear you were not the aggressor. So these two 
paragraphs are just a heads-up that there are many factors involved 
when deciding what response if any you will give to any possible, 
imminent, or launched physical attack. All of these things and more 
should be considered as you develop your personal fighting strategy. 


And speaking of which, let's talk some more strategy. Two things 
come readily to mind. First, if there is a threat very close to you, like 
right in front of you or a few feet away, makes good sense to have 
your hands up in front of you so you can more quickly protect yourself 
from and respond to a launched attack. 


But how to hold your hands? Hold them in fists, and you tell your 
attacker, any cameras, and any bystanders that you’re up for a fight. 
Ready to throw down. Perhaps instigating it, even. Hold your hands 
open with your palms facing forward, and you tell your attacker, any 
cameras, and any bystanders that you are not the aggressor. Those 
open palms tell everyone that you don’t want any part of whats going 
on. 


For legal reasons, | think the open palms are the better way to go. And 
they’re more honest. You are not the aggressor. You don’t want any 
part of this. Right? So, the palms facing out are good for that. Another 
benefit is that they will tend to get the aggressor off guard. Closed fists 
would alert him that you’re ready to go, and so he'll be hyper aware 
and ready to go as well. Front facing open palms signify to the 
aggressor that you don’t want to fight, and perhaps that you’re afraid 
of him, so he'll tend to relax more, to be more at ease, to be more 
confident, arguably overconfident. 


Yet another benefit of having your hands up in front of you, open 
palms forward is... Wait, you tell me. Think! Think like a fighter. Think 
like a warrior. Of course! If the aggressor even bats an eyelash in the 
direction of making a move toward you, your hands can be in no better 
a place than right in front of his face. 


Think about it. For one thing, the mere fact that your arms and hands 
are up make it a lot harder for the now attacker to land that cowboy 
punch he’s dying to nail you in the head with. And, the big one, your 
weapons—eye jab, eye rake, open palm strike, leopard paw, and so 
on—are extremely close to their potential targets: eyes, nose, jaw, 
throat, etc. Make sense? Think on it. 


Oh, and if there are other people around, and even if there are not, 
don’t be afraid to speak up. Let the aggressor, bystanders, God, and 
everyone know: No! | don’t want any trouble! | don’t want to fight! 
Please! | have no problem with you! I’m feeling threatened! Please! 
No! Stop! End quotes. So, do you get the idea? I’m pretty sure you do. 
| Know you do. 


Now you heard everything | just said, right? And you remember all 
those scenarios with our defender shuffling back and forth and doing 
side kicks and leopard paw strikes. Right? Did | leave anything out? | 
did. And very few would have picked up on it. And I’m pretty sure you 
didn't. Come on now. Admit it. You have no idea where I’m going with 
this. No idea what | left out. 


Think about it. In every scenario so far our defender has been—what? 
lIl tell you what. Our defender has been way too stationary. Our 
defender has been allowing an obliviously ill-intentioned and 
aggressive individual to be way too close for way too long. Watch 
some more of those real street-fight and unprovoked- attack videos. 
Watch how fast and out of nowhere punches, kicks, and so on can 
come and then tell me how long you’d be comfortable standing just a 
few inches or a few feet in front of an unknown person who is 
obviously a threat and who obviously has you in their sights. Watch all 
those innocent people hitting the ground and then getting punched, 
kicked, and stomped. And | don’t care if you are standing sideways. 
How long are you comfortable being there? How long? 
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You might think the right answer is not long at all. You might think the 
safest and most prudent thing you can do is to open up some serious 
physical distance between you and the threat as quickly as possible. 
You might think right now I’m setting up my punchline which is going 
to be, Well, you're right! Well, you’re wrong. 


Your goal should not be to open up a safe distance of, say, eight or 
more feet as quickly as possible. If that becomes necessary, then you 
haven't been paying attention. You haven't yet absorbed into your 
bones what lm trying to bestow upon you. Think! If you were living 
your life in such a way as to strive to stay out of potentially dangerous 
environments and scanning those environments you do end up in for 
potential threats upon your arrival and then continuing to monitor that 
environment for potential threats, it would be highly unlikely that you 
would end up standing face to face with someone who thinks it would 
be cool to do you harm. 


Sure, lm all for opening up a safe distance of eight or more feet 
between myself and a potential threat, but the likelihood for someone 
like me—an aware person who is self-defense minded—is that I’d be 
opening it up from, say, four or six feet. Not two feet. Not two inches 
for good God! You know how quickly a gap of even four feet can be 
closed? In no time. You blink, and you’ve taken a punch to the head. 
You blink, and you've taken a hopping side kick or spinning back kick 
to the gut. You blink, and you’ve been picked up in the air and 
slammed headfirst onto concrete. You blink, and you’ve been stuck 
like a pig a half dozen times. You think I’m kidding? Then you don't 
know. Get four feet from a psychopathic predator and then blink. You'll 
see how fast a gap of even four feet can be closed. 


OK, let’s all just take a deep breath for a moment and shake it off. It’s 
not your fault you don’t think in the ways I’m proposing and 


suggesting. Precious few do. That’s why there are so many real-life 
videos of the sneak-attack aggressors winding up the winners, and so 
relatively few real-life videos of the sneak-attack aggressors being the 
losers. It’s not your fault. No one ever told you before. But I’m telling 
you now. 


Of course, if you do end up just a couple of feet or inches from what 
you've now identified as a threat, even if you’re doing it in your side 
stance, l’d say your first order of business it to get out of there. Hands 
up, palms forward, moving backwards, crossing feet (front or back) as 
you go or going foot to foot—your choice—as quickly as reasonably 
possible. I’m serious. Watch a few videos showing two guys facing off, 
and one initiates contact with a vicious, lighting-fast punch to the side 
of the others head. And what about those knees, elbows, and 
headbutts? No, lm telling you true. Get the heck out of there now! 
Open up that eight or more feet. First things first. Then consider 
following that up with eight blocks. You think I’m kidding? | know you 
know I’m not. Am | wrong? | Know you know I’m not. 


It’s conventional wisdom that he who controls the distance controls the 
fight. And there is some truth in there. But I’m thinking of a better one 
right now: He who controls the distance has a good chance of keeping 
the fight from happening. This is a whole different mindset than so 
many martial artists and just people in general seem to have. They 
seem to go by the philosophy that if someone starts a fight with them, 
they’re going to do their best to finish it. My philosophy is that if 
someone starts a fight with me, I’m going to do my best to not let 
them. What are we? At the whim of every lost soul, full-grown insecure 
little boy, or vicious predator? If they decide they want to fight us, then 
we have to fight them? They control our actions? Hogwash. 
Poppycock. If there’s a way out of it, I’m going to do my best to find it. 
ll run. FII hide. I'll evade. FII yell to attract attention to the situation. I'll 
sing a song that’ll make Cyndi Lauper fans worldwide want to commit 
suicide. You think I’m kidding? You know, like Daddy digging and 
knowing he's still number one and all that? 


Come on my friend. Think outside the box. Think for yourself. Physical 
violence is plan Z. You want to get hurt? You want to get killed’? You 
want to hurt someone? You want to kill someone? You want to go to 
prison? |f there’s a way out of fighting, you find it! 


And if not then you fight as if your life depends on it, for it very well 
might. Where are you? In full public view? Where are you? Where no 
one but one or more predators can see you? Is there an escape 
route? Think fast. Is there anything you can access from the 
environment to use as a weapon? Is there anything you can throw? Is 
there any dirt or sand, heck, baby powder you can get a couple of 
handfuls of to throw in your attacker’s eyes when he or they get close 
enough? Are you in a room with only one door out and multiple 
aggressors between you and it? What about the windows? Any way 
out there? Can you break some windows—even throw something 
through them—and yell in an attempt to get the attention of people 
outside in the hopes that they’ll help out and/or call in the troops? Are 
you in imminent danger of severe bodily injury or death? Well, deal 
with it. Breathe deeply and evenly. Compose yourself. And change 
your mindset. 


They think they are the predators. They are sorely mistaken. They are 
not the predators. You are now the predator. They are your prey. 
That’s the mindset you need to have. If they get close enough, you 
finish them each in turn. Take out the leg—and follow up. Kick ‘em 
where it hurts—and follow up. Grab them firmly by the chin and the 
hair on the back of their head, and break their stupid neck—no need 
to follow up. 


And keep them lined up. If one is facing you from front left and the 
other from front right, you move right or left and make it so one of 
them is in between you and the other. There are three or more 
people? Then you pick one of them fast and bring the fight straight to 
him. Take him out of the fight. Take them all out if you have to or until 
the remaining ones are ready to jump out of your way as you head for 
that door or the open end of that dead-end alley. Strategy. Think! How 


can you survive? How can you win? What’s it going to take? 


Are you backing up fast in that side stance and one of them is coming 
straight at you fast? Slow down a bit, let him get a bit closer, and then 
stop dead just at the right moment and slam that side kick right into 
that oncoming knee. Yeah, it’s all very ugly. But you want to see really 
ugly? Then you see what you’d look like if a pack of wild dogs tore you 
limb from limb. Because that’s what they are and that’s what they’d 
do. 


Fighting skills are one thing. And fighting strategy and fighting mindset 
are something else. You need all three—before you need them. 
Before! 
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That's all we’re asking for. Right? A fighting chance? Well if we want 
to have a fighting chance, we’d do well to be in fighting shape both 
physically and mentally. Can you run if you have to? Can you climb a 
fence if you have to? Do you have good endurance? Are you a 
healthy weight for your height? Do you have some useful techniques 
to draw on? Have you developed an effective strategy and mindset? 


Did you answer no to any of the above questions? You did? Well 
then? You don’t have to be a fanatic, but if there’s room for 
improvement physically and mentally, then improve. Slowly. At your 
own pace. Make it a game. Have fun with it. The benefits will be many. 


So, what else? Oh, they say most fights go to the ground. | say not if / 
can help it! | haven't spent years rolling around on a mat with guys in 
pajamas. The ground is not my domain and, besides, if there are 
multiple attackers | don’t care how good | am on the ground—it’s the 
absolute /ast place on Earth | want to be. Use your imagination. Use 
your common sense. 


| might not have a ground game to speak of. | haven't practiced those 
holds and bars and mounting and chocking and whatever the heck 
else they do at those pajama parties. And | hope that anyone who 
tries to take me to the ground isn’t a highly-trained ground fighter. But 
if someone does try to take me to the ground—and it would be my bad 
for letting them get close enough, by the way—l’m going down with 
knees and elbows and throat and neck shots and gouging and biting 
and, who knows, maybe even singing! Of course, a proficient ground 
fighter may be able to foil all of my attempts along the lines just 
mentioned. Well then, good for him. He gets to choke out and do 
whatever he wants to a guy who's not very tough, not very big, not 
very strong, not very young, who didn't start the fight, and who does 
not want to be in the fight. His master (or whatever) will be so proud. 


But wait. What about those two shotguns? What about that steering 
wheel? What about that gun in the book bag? Heck, | could tell you a 
good number of stories along those lines. More than my fair share. But 
the point is, what about mind power? What about spiritual energy? 
What about the sheer force of my will power? 


I'd say we should never count me out, and you should never count 
yourself out either. There are so many factors that most don’t know 
about or take into consideration. It’s the stuff under the surface. It’s 
more powerful than any side kick could ever be. 


Want another example? Sure you do. Many years ago, decades ago, 
Kathy and | found ourselves traveling back to San Diego after 
extended times living in two other states. We’re in the middle of the 
desert, literally, in the middle of the night, literally. Sure, | was stupid 
for getting off the interstate. But on the map it looked like this road was 
so much more of a direct route. Just think of how much time we'll 
save, Kathy! Anyway, we hadn't seen any other cars that | can recall, 
and if we saw any it had been quite some time since such a sighting. 
So, we're cruising along in our 1978 Chrysler Cordoba all fine and 
dandy—until we're not. The car just dies. | struggle with the steering 
wheel (which was power, and the power was now not working) to 
force the car to the right, off the road. We step out of that car into a 
deathly still, silent desert night. 


So | open the hood—because | know that’s what guys are supposed 
to do—and take a look. Well, with what | know about cars | can tell the 
engine is still there and there’s no smoke or steam and nothing 
appears to be out of place. That’s it. End of diagnostics. So | close the 
hood. And then | feel it. (No, not the hood!) And the whole business of 
it all is chilling. Surreal. There is something heading straight for us. 
Something dark. Something dangerous. Something not very far away 
and getting closer every second. | don’t know what it is, but | Know it'll 
be here soon. 


In the black stillness of the Twilight Zone, I’m looking right square into 
Kathy’s eyes. And | can tell the answer will be yes, but | ask the 
question anyway: Do you feel that? She silently nods her head up and 
down. For a moment, we're just locked in mind-numbing silence. Eyes 
to eyes. And then | say them. The words that would forevermore be 
indelibly etched into the very fabric of my mind: We are getting in that 
car, and | am turning that key, and we are driving out of here. 


And what do you think Kathy says? You want to know? Sure you do. 
She says nothing. Not one word. She just once again silently nods her 
head up and down. And we get back in the car. And | turn the key. 
And the engine starts. And we drive on. Destination, San Diego. 
Destination, safety. Destination, the rest of our lives. The next 
morning, come daylight, we’re in San Diego county. Not quite home, 
for sure, but getting closer every minute. The thing is, when | told 
Kathy what we were going to do, | was never more sure of anything in 
my entire life. That car had to start. We had no choice. There was 
absolutely no way that car was not going to start. It had no choice. My 
mind is stronger than a bunch of metal and rubber and glass and 
wires. 


Forget about side kicks and palm strikes for a moment. The story | just 
told you. That is self-defense. That is recognizing the threat before it 
arrives, and not being there when it does arrive. It’s not much different 
from not being there when a punch arrives. You anticipate it. You’re 
not there when it gets there. We anticipated a big punch, and we 
weren't there when it got there. 


So why take the time to learn hand strikes and kicks and footwork if 
we can use mind power and spiritual energy to stay safe? Good 
question. | can only speak for myself. It’s because | want the best 
fighting chance of staying safe and alive as | can reasonably have. 
Who knows what can happen? | feel it is my duty to do my physical 
part—hoping I'll never need it, of course—and not just sit around 
hoping the stars will always line up just right so | won’t have to lift a 
finger. And it gives me confidence. | see potential negative situations 


appear into my illusion of a life, and | feel good knowing that even 
without any magical, otherworldly factors, I’ve still got a fair chance of 
keeping myself safe. 


For me personally, the idea of not having a few tricks up my sleeve, 
just in case, feels disrespectful and irresponsible. After all, this power 
and energy has been there, watching over me, coming to me in times 
of intense physical challenges—getting hit by a car as a child, getting 
slammed into by a drunk in a pickup truck while riding my motorcycle, 
and on and on—since | was a small child. Why learn and practice 
some self-defense techniques too? Because doing so feels right. 
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It’s a fair question. Many people who hear of my seemingly miraculous 
experiences which most might classify as divine intervention just 
naturally want to know how they can attract or bring this type of 
protective influence into their lives in a tangible, practical, and useful 
way. And I do happen to have some thoughts on the matter. 


First, scan your memory banks for any events in your life in which 
things transpired that seem to contradict what traditional science 
knows of the human body and the physical laws of nature such as 
gravity, momentum, inertia, and so on. Do you feel you were helped 
by an angel? Do you feel you had a prayer answered? Anything. Find 
those experiences. | don’t know for sure, but I’m guessing most 
people will be able to identify one or more experiences that fit this type 
of definition. 


Understand that if something like that can happen once, it can happen 
again and again and again. There is no limit to it. Think of it—what 
limits could such a power as we are discussing possibly have? My 
answer to that question is a flat out none. 


Think about stories you’ve heard from other people, either directly 
from the people who experienced the events or from third parties. 
There are more stories out there than you could ever count, with new 
ones being added literally daily. And ask yourself, if all those amazing 
things can happen to all those people, why can’t they happen for you 
too? My answer to that question is a flat out they can. 


Desire to make this magical influence a working part of your day-to- 
day life. Really want it. Think about what it could mean. Think about all 
the heartache, loss, and injury such a power could keep you from 
experiencing. 


Ask to have this magical influence become more a part of your daily 
life. This process will be different for different people. Some call the 
process prayer. | don’t view prayer as an antiquated religious ritual—I 
view prayer as a powerful metaphysical technique. Prayer absolutely 
works, as studies have shown and as countless people can attest to. 
Who should you pray to? Some might pray to God, some to their 
higher selves, some to the universe. | don’t view them as separate. If 
you'd care to know my thoughts on that matter, feel free to read my 
little book titled The God Function. 


Develop your mind power/spiritual energy. Learn about it. Learn how 
to use it, then practice using it incessantly. One of the most exciting 
ways | use mind power is for attracting money. The short version: | 
once went from our household being $50,000 in credit card debt to 
using mind power to attract into the house two six-figure windfalls 
within a three-month period. We were close to being on the street. | 
consider this a wonderful demonstration of mind power applied for the 
purpose of financial self-defense. I’ve written a few books on the 
metaphysical/mind power and money connection, but | believe that 
How to Attract Money Using Mind Power is likely the best first book for 
most people. And it’s not fair to classify this as strictly financial self- 
defense. We were not far from ending up on the street. That would 
have introduced a whole batch of physical safety considerations into 
the mix. And money can be a wonderful buffer against just so many of 
modern life’s dangers. So, this book by me about self-defense would 
likely not have been complete without me saying at least a few words 
about using mind power and spiritual energy to attract a consistent 
and abundant flow of money. And now I’ve said those few words, as 
you Can see. 


Raise your frequency, which goes along with developing your mind 
power and spiritual energy as well. Strive to be happy. Strive to have a 
peaceful energy and to project it out to all people and out into the 
environment in general. Let the love flow. Again, to all people and out 
into the environment in general. Express gratitude and give thanks for 
everything in your life—what you deem the good and what you deem 


the not so good. Be grateful for it all. It is the stuff which makes up 
your life and which has made you what you are. 


Be kind. Be benevolent. This goes along with being peaceful as well. 
You want to express a helpful, supportive energy to all people and to 
all things. Support life, and life will support you. Wish only good for all 
people, and you will attract good into your own life. Never knowingly 
and unnecessarily and without good reason make another living 
creature feel uncomfortable in any way. Purposely causing stress, 
fear, strife, and so on are all forms of violence against another. They 
might not be physical violence, but they are violence on the vibrational 
level. And what you put out you will tend to attract back. Remember, 
on the spiritual level (as the mystics will tell you), and on the energy 
level (as the quantum physicists will tell you), we are all truly 
connected. That’s not just a hypothesis. It’s not just an opinion. It is a 
basic fact of your very existence and of the existence of all human 
beings. Believe it. Live it. 


Respect and love yourself, and show that respect and love in tangible 
ways every day of your life. You want some sort of magical energy to 
protect you and keep you safe? Well, how about you start doing what 
you can to protect yourself and keep yourself safe? Do you take your 
health and safety for granted? Do you abuse yourself by eating health- 
destroying food and ingesting poisonous substances—you know what 
I’m talking about—and not getting enough sleep and not taking time to 
unwind and be outside and just all that common sense stuff? Do you 
recklessly endanger your own safety? For instance, do you frequent 
places that could be considered volatile and unpredictable? Do you 
drive at unsafe speeds? Are you a daredevil, needlessly or even 
recklessly endangering your own wellbeing and perhaps the wellbeing 
of others as well? You are? And you want the universe or whatever to 
just keep chasing after you and “protecting” you by shielding you from 
the natural consequences of your stupid behavior thus denying you 
the right to learn from your mistakes so that you'll take the initiative to 
modify your behavior to a more reasonable and sustainable level of 
activity? Oh? And how do you think that'll work out for you? 


Step up to the plate. Mind power. Spiritual energy. You ask how you 
can do it? You ask how you can attract this type of protective energy 
into your life in a tangible, practical, and useful way? Well if you ask 
me, you've got my answer. What | can think of at the moment, 
anyway. | do it. And | have this protective influence in my life. It’s 
literally saved my life more than once. 


But | hope you can see and discern that | do my part. | roll up my 
sleeves. lm diligent, conscientious, and sincere in my efforts. I’m not 
playing any games. The stakes are too high, and | know that all too 
well. How do you do it? You step up to the plate. That’s how. 
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FOOD FOR THOUGHT 


In this chapter lIl share some random stuff | think might be helpful 
concerning the subject matter covered in this book. We'll just call this 
stuff food for thought. lm pretty sure you'll find at least some of it tasty 
and nutritious. 


*Do whatever you can toward this end—heck, sprout wings if you 
have to—but when you are presented with more than one possible 
opponent do not, | repeat do not allow yourself to be surrounded if at 
all possible. Better to have your back against a wall. Anything but 
being surrounded on all sides by people who might wish to do you 
harm. 


*If you are under any threat of physical harm at all, you might do well 
to assume that you may be under threat of the worst physical harm 
possible, including death—or worse! And believe me, if you think 
about it, there might very well be fates worse than death. In other 
words, conditions you could end up in that you'd rather be dead than 
be in. 

And with that in mind, think brutal, think simple, think direct. If you 
have reasonable reason to fear serious physical harm, then you have 
reasonable reason to act in an aggressive, decisive, ruthless way. In a 
worst-case scenario, your mission is not to deter an attacker from 
trying to hurt you. It's to make sure the attacker is unable to try to hurt 
you. Now sure, if you accomplish that with one of multiple attackers, 
the fact that you did so may well help to deter some or all of the 
others. Well, so much the better. That’s a freebie. In a perfect world, 
that would be the end of it and the other guys would just carry their 
buddy off into the sunset. But this is not a perfect world, so you will do 
well to be ready for a repeat performance without an intermission. 


“Those in the know, well, know that prayer works. To put the power of 
prayer to work for you to keep you safe on the streets and wherever, 


pray way before (like starting right now), right before, during, and even 
after any physical confrontation that might come up. And keep in mind 
that if you pray way before such a situation comes up, it just might not 
come up after all. 


*When deciding how close and for how long you'll be comfortable 
standing in front of an obviously aggressive person, assume that he or 
she has a knife, and is fast with it, not hesitant to use it, and is in fact 
just itching to use it. So, how long? 


*Assume a threat is, though, right in front of you. By having your 
hands up in front of you—likely palms forward, which is fine—they are 
more, well, handy, and not only for defending but for, well, attacking. 


*When faced with multiple attackers, your first inclination might be to 
run. Well, OK. | understand. But you understand that their first 
inclination—an automatic reflex, really—will be to chase you. Are you 
faster than all of them? Can you afford to be tired and winded when 
they catch up to you? Running is often an option, I'll give you that, but 
it's not always the best option. 


*Now, having written the above, there is a scenario in which running 
from a pack might be a good move. And that is that you would be 
doing it to first open up distance between you and the pack with the 
intention of stopping dead in your tracks or even suddenly advancing 
in their direction to take the closest guy to you out of the fight before 
continuing with your running. But | mean, it should be, like, a one-shot 
deal. Like annihilating a knee. Then take off. Then stop for another 
knee. You might need some luck, and you'll definitely need some 
timing, but you just might be able to pull it off and, hey, how many 
other options will you likely have? 


*No matter how much wind and stamina you have, you only have so 
much... Always conserve energy and pace yourself when possible. 
But with that said, sometimes it’s good to not put off until the next 
second what you can do in this second. 


*l'll offend some with this advice, yes, but I’m going to give it anyway. 
Keep your balance, stay upright, and if at all possible stay off the 
ground. | know for you ground fighters out there your whole goal in 
life, the reason you live and breathe, the very purpose for which you 
were born is to go to the ground with people. 

But on the mat, in the dojo, have any of your classmates ever 
pulled a knife just as you were launching into your double-leg 
takedown or whatever? For that matter, have you ever tried that 
takedown in a real street fight on a ruthless psychopath who does not 
know the rules of your sport and who wouldn't care about those rules 
if they did know them? 

Let's be honest here. In the dojo you are dealing with classmates, 
people you know, in a friendly, supportive, cooperative environment. 
On the mat, you both play by the same rules and there are certain 
things you are prohibited from doing. So, you don’t do them. So, you 
don’t experience them. And so you are not expecting them and you 
are not prepared for them. 

Just to remind you, some of the things your classmates are not 
allowed to do to you, which some maniac on the street might not 
hesitate to do, are things like eye gouging, headbutting, and biting. 
There'll be none of that. And of course there are fish hooking, hair 
pulling, and striking to the spine or the back of the head. The rules say 
none of that, either. 

Groin attacks? Not. Twisting flesh, clawing, pinching? No can do. 
Engaging in unsportsmanlike conduct that causes injury to your 
opponent? That's a big no-no. Throat strikes of any kind, including 
grabbing the trachea? Not allowed. Striking downward using the point 
of the elbow? Perish the thought. Kicking or kneeing the head of a 
grounded opponent? No such luck. Stomping a grounded opponent? 
That’s frowned upon. It’s all right there in the rules. 

How about something as simple as just grabbing a finger and 
snapping it like a twig? Well, those exact words were not used on the 
list of UFC rules | found online (and I’m pretty sure that every no-no 
mentioned above is a no-no in your school), but lIl go out on a limb 
here and say that such a move would likely meet with, shall we say, 
disapproval by the powers that be. 


Everyone who is into this self-defense stuff is forever being 
admonished to learn how to fight on the ground. And it’s not bad 
advice. But | don’t hear enough admonishment for ground fighters to 
learn how to fight on their feet. 

And, oh yeah, if there are more than one possible adversary 
present, any fool knows that the worst place in the world to be is on 
the ground tied up with or by one of them while the others could in 
seconds be in punching, kicking, stomping, clubbing, and stabbing 
range. Yes? Now, don’t get me wrong. | respect your sport. | really do. 
But let’s at least agree that it is indeed a sport, with lots of rules, and 
that on the street there are no rules. So: On the street, stay on your 
feet! Yes? 
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A SECOND HELPING 


Did you enjoy any of that food for thought? Sure you did. Want a 
second helping? Sure you do. 


*As a general rule, don't strike with a traditional closed fist in a street 
fight. Ever see how well boxers wrap their hands before they put them 
in those big padded gloves? Ever wonder why all the fuss? 

Well, a big part of it is to protect the boxer’s hands. Your hands 
contain relatively small bones—bones that can easily break during the 
act of punching. If not traditional fists, then what? Karate chops, palm 
strikes, hammerfists, eye rakes and eye jabs, leopard paw strikes, 
phoenix eye strikes, wrist strikes, backfists, crane beak strikes. The 
list goes on and on. 

Go online and look them up. Learn them, and figure out what to do 
with them. For instance chops to the sides of the neck, palms to the 
nose or under the chin, hammerfists to the bridge of the nose, eye 
rakes and eye jabs to the, well, eyes, leopard paw strikes to the throat, 
phoenix eye strikes to the eyes or temples, wrist strikes under the 
chin, backfists (use the knuckles, not the back of the hand) to the side 
of the jaw or to the temple, crane beak strikes to the eyes. 

These are not the only hand techniques there are, and these are 
not the only target areas for these strikes mentioned above, but this 
should get you thinking in the right direction. With a bit of thought, a 
little research, and some practice, believe me, you'll never miss your 
traditional punches. 

And speaking of eye strikes, sure, they can definitely cause 
damage. But even without actually connecting with an eye strike, it’s a 
great distraction. People will instinctively move to protect their eyes, 
and in that moment the next move should be yours. 

Do you really get that? For instance, just by faking an eye jab, with 
no intention of connecting, the resulting defensive reaction by your 
opponent to protect their eyes will make them momentarily highly 


vulnerable to, say, a low kick. Get it? 


*Always look to your environment for potential weapons. But keep in 
mind that if you use something from your environment, you might give 
your opponent or opponents the same idea. Pick up a handful of dirt, 
and what’s to keep them from doing the same? Ideal would be that 
they don’t see you pick up the dirt and only learn you did so once 
you've thrown it in their eyes. In a restaurant sitting down and it looks 
like something is about to go down? How about quietly getting yourself 
a handful of salt. You heard me. Salt. Think! 


*Speaking of using what is in your environment to your advantage, 
let’s say you're on the street and a big guy with a baseball bat is out 
for your blood. And for whatever reason you can’t just outrun him and 
disappear out of sight. Well, see that car right there? Get on the other 
side of it. 

He’s a big guy and, I’m assuming and hoping, slow compared to 
you. He tries to run around the car to get to where you are, but by the 
time he gets there you’re on the side of the car he just left. How much 
wind does this big guy have? How long will it be before he tires 
himself out? Why break the poor guy’s knee or risk getting hit with a 
bat when you can just keep being on the opposite side of the car from 
him? Think! 


*Sure, it’s all just an illusion. But pain feels very real. 


*Sure, you want to be prepared to fight your way out of it. But it would 
surely be better if you could talk your way, walk your way, or run your 
way out of it. 


*Say you're face to face with a guy, and for whatever reason can’t 
open up any distance. He’s made it clear that an attack on you is likely 
going to happen. Now what? Hit him first? You won’t have much time 
to think about it then, so think about it now. Moral implications? Legal 
implications? | don’t know what you’ll decide to do. If you do decide to 
strike first, though, consider asking a quick question of your opponent 


before you do. 

For instance, You don’t remember me, do you? In that moment 
when he is inevitably and unavoidably trying to process that off-the- 
wall question, you’ve got the advantage. He’s otherwise engaged 
mentally, if only briefly, and if you’re going to do something now might 
be just the opportune time to do it. 


*Sometimes less is best. You’ve decided you have to hurt one or more 
people so you can avoid or minimize damage to yourself. But where to 
strike them? There’s a whole big body there with all kinds of areas to 
choose from. If you practice your self-defense techniques with this 
strategy in mind, with an emphasis on this strategy, you might find that 
with fewer favored targets you’ve become more of a threat to those 
targets. 

I’ve never heard this strategy anywhere before, so | guess I’m the 
originator of it. Which may or may not be a good thing depending on 
what you think of it. And it’s just a general rule, not a hard-and-fast 
rule. But without further delay, here it is: When having to strike out 
physically at another human being, think neck up and knees down. In 
other words, you strike from the neck up with your hands, elbows, and 
head, and from the knees down with your feet and legs. 

With well-executed strikes to the neck and above and to the knees 
and below, | believe it is easier for not-highly-trained fighters to do 
damage with less force or strength than it is to do the same level of 
damage from above the knees to below the neck. And remember that 
when you kick you are standing on one leg. And the higher your kick, 
the more precarious your foundation and the more vulnerable you 
become to having that leg kicked right out from under you. 

So when kicking, why go above the knees of your opponent? If 
your feet are closer to their knees, shins, ankles, and feet than to their 
thighs, groin, stomach, ribs, chest, or head, why pass those highly 
vulnerable target areas on your way up to some loftier goal? Fast, 
hard, and low. What could be better? 

And as vulnerable targets go, the knee is a perfect candidate. 
Think about it. With relatively little force, relatively a lot of damage can 
be done and great effect caused. How strong is your mid-level or high 


side kick? Or your front snap or thrust kick? Strong enough to send a 
full-grown man reeling backwards or to cause him to double over in 
pain? 

If so, maybe it’s OK. But for most of us mere mortals, that knee is 
looking pretty good right about now. Especially if you’re like me, not 
very tough, or not very big, or not very strong, or not very young, or all 
of the above, a swift kick to the knee or a stomp on the top of the foot 
seems to make a whole lot of sense. 

So, there it is. The (as a general rule) neck-up-and-knees-down 
fighting strategy. Love it or hate it, you heard it here first. And love it or 
hate it, maybe you'll agree that for some people it might be a good 
plan. Maybe not for you, but for your mother. 
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ALL YOU CAN EAT BUFFET 


Between the last two chapters we had some food for thought, and we 
had a second helping of that food for thought. And | don’t Know about 
you but I’m still not quite satisfied. Still hungry for more. So if you’re 
with me, loosen up your belt and let’s dig in some more. 


*Just as a quick follow up to what | wrote at the end of the last 
chapter, talking about the knee as a good target. Think about it. It’s 
highly vulnerable to a well- placed strike, even if that strike is not 
super powerful. 

And of course we don’t want to kill anyone if we can at all help it, 
and even the worst knee injury is not likely in and of itself life- 
threatening (although technically speaking, someone could take a 
knee strike and on the way down or when they hit the ground or floor 
hit their head in such a way that it could kill them). But also, a big one 
is that it is an easy-to-hit target. And if it is hit sufficiently accurately 
and forcefully, the person will be out of the fight. On the ground. 
Screaming in pain. Not able to walk. And likely no longer a threat. 


*If you don’t have a lot of experience with or knowledge of the martial 
arts you might find this surprising, but a lot of black belts in a lot of 
martial arts styles are just not all that good in the dojo or all that 
potentially effective on the street. There can be a lot of reasons for 
this, but for our purposes it’s enough to say that just having a black 
belt in a martial art does not automatically mean a whole lot of 
anything when it comes to real-world-down-and-dirty reality out there 
on the street. 

So, know that if you’ve prepared yourself well for reality, even all 
by yourself with no teacher or style of fighting to point to, you shouldn't 
conclude that a person can take you down just because they happen 
to have a black belt. Now, of course, that person just might kick your 
butt clear into February of two years from now—but maybe not. 


*Not sure from where now, but | ran across this self-defense 
philosophy online and jotted it down. It goes like this: disorient, 
disable, destroy. For what it’s worth. 


*If you play your cards right, your attacker might think he has the 
element of surprise but actually you will have the element of surprise. 
Your big surprise to him will be that he did not surprise you. You were 
aware. You saw him coming. He was on a mission. He failed. 


“Three of your best friends for self-defense: Awareness, avoidance, 
and evasion. 


*Call me paranoid, but I’m not real big on going out and letting 
complete strangers while out of my view prepare food that I’m then 
supposed to just eat without doubt or concern as if everything is OK. 
You just called me paranoid. Admit it. But anyway, back to our story. | 
do have a couple of favorite places to eat when | do go out to eat, and 
they are both all-you-can-eat buffets. | thought of this because of the 
title of this chapter, not the other way around. 

In each of these two food joints | have my favorite seat. And both 
of those favorite seats are in a corner, with a wall behind me, and give 
me a complete view of everything and everyone in front of me. Now, 
don’t get me wrong. I’m not sitting there all worried that some looney 
tune might all of a sudden come charging at me with a fork or hot 
coffee. Actually, quite the opposite. lm sitting there all calm knowing 
that no one can come at me, or get close enough to hurt me (unless 
they have a gun, of course) without me seeing them coming. It’s just 
how | conduct myself. | like to be aware of my surroundings, and | 
can’t be all that aware of what’s behind me and out of my view. 

Come to think of it, | haven’t been to a movie theater in more years 
than | can recall but when | did go, back in younger years, | would 
almost exclusively sit in the back row—with no strangers in the dark 
behind me—and would go so far as to get to the theater early enough 
to be able to indeed get seats in the back row. Watch some more of 
those unprovoked attack videos online, then tell me I’m going 
overboard. 


No. I’m not going overboard. I’m not paranoid. I’m simply more 
aware and prepared than most. | understand the reality of the planet | 
live on. 


*And speaking of guns. If you ever have to run away from someone 
pointing a gun at you, run in a zigzag pattern. Sure, you might get shot 
anyway. But the shooter will have to work harder and will need to have 
a higher level of skill or luck than if you just stood there like the 
proverbial sitting duck or ran in a straight line. You don’t want to be a 
sitting duck or an easy target, so if someone pulls a gun on you your 
only choice is to run zigzagging away. Right? Wrong. 

You have another choice. Go straight in. It all depends on the 
situation, of course, but sometimes going in can make more sense. 
Maybe you're already just a few feet away. So you ask, You don’t 
remember me, do you? And while the person with the gun processes 
that input you go in. With lightning speed. Maybe you'll grab the wrist 
with the gun or the gun itself. But don’t struggle with the person for 
control of the gun. Instead, as one idea, grab their wrist or the gun (a 
good grip!), push it up or aside while at the same time you are 
stomping on the foot, kneeing to the groin, gouging to the eyes with 
your free hand, elbowing, headbutting, and so on. Don’t worry so 
much about the gun as about the person holding the gun. 

Sure, take or dislodge that gun if and when you can. But it will be a 
whole lot easier if you as fast as lightning soften up the person holding 
the gun. And by “soften up” | mean make that gun be the last thing on 
their mind. Ideally, they'll forget they even have it and won't even 
notice when they don’t. Fast. Hard. Serious. 

And just as you now know you're not necessarily out of the fight 
just because someone has a black belt, you now know you shouldn't 
count yourself out of the fight just because someone has a gun. Sure, 
you might get shot and killed but at least you'll die knowing you did 
everything you could reasonably do. 


*Say I’m walking down the street. And | look behind me and see a 
person a ways back who looks like he could be a potential threat. 
What do | do? Run from San Diego all the way back to New Jersey 


yelling Mommy, Mommy, there’s a scary man! Well, maybe. 

But another option is that | calculate how long it might take that 
person to sprint to me once | turn my head. Then | casually glance 
over my shoulder again before that distance could be closed, and 
reassess the situation. And what if he’s suspiciously closer now, or 
just too close for comfort? | immediately go, say, right to look in a 
store window or left to cross the street, the whole time with my head 
turned such that this person is in view. Paranoid? Or aware and 
prepared? 

That's just one scenario. Use your imagination. I’m not trying to 
cover every eventuality here. No. I’m simply trying to impart a certain 
mindset. 
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THE HITS KEEP COMING 


Well that could be taken two ways, | guess. As in punches and kicks 
on the one hand, or hit songs on the other hand. For a moment there | 
thought | was back on that school bus. The hits kept coming alright! 
But now that | think of it, yeah, | took a lot of blows from a lot of guys. 
And some of those blows hurt, but guess what. | stood up and walked 
away from it as if nothing had happened. That doesn’t say anything 
about how tough | am, but it does say a whole lot about how 
unfocused and uncommitted that teenaged mob was. 


But anyway, I’ve made some notes, and plus my mind is still all over 
this subject matter, so between that and that, I'll just keep going along 
with what | think might be interesting, beneficial, and/or entertaining to 
you. Sound good? Here and there in the book we might revisit some 
of the same subject matter, but | think that will add to and enhance the 
learning and retention process for you, not detract from it or be 
incidental to it. 


*We are all one. If you hurt another, even in self-defense, you hurt 
yourself. Physical violence is always a last resort. It’s plan Z. Avoid it 
at all reasonable costs. 


*Use distraction to create openings. For instance, fingers thrust toward 
the eyes can open the way for a low kick or even just a hasty retreat. 


*Life is an illusion. The observer and the observed are not separate. In 
and of itself, observation is a creative act. By the mere fact that we are 
observing something, we are having an effect of some sort on it. 


*When facing an adversary repeat silently in your mind to that person, 
| love you. That will help to change the whole vibration of the 
atmosphere and of the person. It might not keep a person from 
making his move, but it just might. And you've got nothing to lose. 


*Everyone has had a hard life. Everyone experiences pain. Some 
people try to get rid of their pain by giving it to others. That doesn’t 
work, of course, but they don’t know any better. Have compassion for 
everyone, even the person eight or more feet (right?) away from you 
who is cursing you up and down and calling you out. 


*And remember, eight or more feet as quickly as humanly possible. 
Then, if possible, eight blocks. Eight miles. No, not really eight miles. 
It’s just a concept. 


*You will do well to watch videos of both real-life street fights and 
violence caught on camera, and instructional videos on self-defense 
and martial arts. And you can study some self-defense/martial arts 
books if you like. 


*This book has equipped you with some viable techniques—which you 
of course must learn and practice—as well as a basic philosophy, 
strategy, and mindset regarding self-defense and street fighting. Do 
some more research and put together your own little personal “style” 
of self-defense. Live it. Evolve it over time. 


*latrogenic, adjective, relating to illness caused by medical 
examination or treatment. Yeah, it’s a thing. And it’s a big thing. Start 
to take more responsibility for and control over your own health. 
Question everything. Doctors are not God. Be informed. Don’t be 
bullied, pressured, or bamboozled. It’s your health. Protect it. 


*Review the security of your home. Many homes have close to zero 
security, and a teenager could enter undetected in just minutes— 
really. Review. Adjust. 


* If you are strong, act as if you are weak. If you are weak, act as if 
you are strong. 


*Breathe slowly and evenly. Relax. You got this. They might not know 
it, but you’re not the prey—they are. 


*Get in shape. Practice closing and opening different distances in the 
shortest amount of time—forward, backward, sideways, diagonally. Do 
some sprints if you feel you’re in the condition to be able to do them. 


“Trust your intuition. Trust your gut. If something doesn’t feel right, it 
most likely isn’t. Uncomfortable around a certain person or in a certain 
location? Get away from that person. Leave that location. 


*Don't just assume you're safe anywhere. The stories | could tell you 
would freak you out. You likely wouldn’t even believe some, most, or 
any of them. Everyone, and especially women, let someone know 
where you are. Check in by phone or text message: /’m going into 
such and such a place; I'll call/text you when I get out. 


*Beware of people (and there might be more than one in the vehicle) 
who pull over to talk to you when you are walking down the street 
(asking for directions, as an example), and especially those who talk 
so low that you'd have to move closer to the vehicle to be able to hear 
them properly. Just get out of there. Trust me. It's happened to me a 
few times over the years. Each time they used the low-voice ploy. 
Each time | was walking with a good-looking woman. Each time there 
were multiple people in the vehicle. Each time | had no doubt 
whatsoever about what they were up to. 


“Teach your children well. Talk to them. Maybe enroll them in martial 
arts classes if they’re interested. They can’t be expected to protect 
themselves. That’s your job. That’s your responsibility. Do your best to 
live up to that responsibility. 


“The darkness might be an illusion, but that doesn’t mean we can 
ignore it with impunity. 


“When possible, strike when your attacker is breathing in. Or talking. 
Or processing something you just said. 


*We give might to what we fight. 


*When someone first engages you, say in a parking lot for instance, 
and is trying to, for instance, force you into a vehicle, that’s crime 
scene A. That’s as far as it goes. | say you never go to crime scene B. 
It doesn’t matter if you’re being ordered into a vehicle at gunpoint. 

You think that’s bad? Right out there in public? Well if you want to 
know what bad is really like, end up with that predator alone. At crime 
scene B. Where no one can assist you. Where you will have little 
chance of escape or even survival. 


“Take the time to learn some simple stretching exercises, and do them 
regularly. They are good for your overall health and fitness, they will 
make injury while kicking less likely, and they will help you be able to 
kick faster and have more range, mobility, and so on. Oh, and 
stretching exercises will help you reduce stress. 
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ODDS AND ENDS 


Moving right along, here’s some more stuff to consider. And who 
knows, you might find some of it odd, and perhaps you'll learn 
something you can use to end a fight. | don’t know. Titling chapters is 
not an exact science, as you can tell. It’s more of an art, if you will. 


*Please, protect your head. | know what it's like to be hit in the head 
so hard that you don't know whether or not you’ve experienced a 
period of unconsciousness. And I’ve learned what it’s like more than 
once. It’s not a pleasant feeling, and | highly don’t recommend it. 


*Women especially, but everyone: | don’t care how big a guy is, his 
little finger isn’t as strong as your whole arm and hand. If he grabs 
you, one thing you can do is to grab that or another finger and snap it 
like a twig. 

Then run like the dickens when you get the opening that action 
should create. If need be, follow up: stomp on the top of the foot, eye 
jab or eye rake. This guy can destroy your life or end your whole 
existence. Get out of there regardless of what it takes. 


*Remember, you not only have hands and feet, you have elbows and 
knees. I, for one, would try to never be so close to an opponent as to 
be able to use them but, still, if it gets that close it’s nice to know 
they’re there (the knees and elbows, not the opponent). 


*Some people who try to mess with you might be mentally deficient. 
Some might be under the influence of drugs or alcohol. Your safety is 
top priority, but strive to never hurt another human being 
unnecessarily. 


*The body follows the head; the head follows the hair. Grab that hair if 
you must to guide the head and body. 


*Study up on vulnerable parts of the body, and designate certain 
strikes for attacking those parts. Practice! And in combinations! 


*Never overestimate your own fighting abilities. Never underestimate 
your opponent's fighting abilities. 


*Assume every aggressor or potential threat has a knife, and control 
and moderate their distance from you with that thought in mind. 


*For the best field of vision against a single opponent, gaze into the 
chest area. For the best field of vision against multiple opponents, 
gaze down at the ground. 


*It’s not the best advice in all cases, but the general concept of kicking 
a puncher and punching (well, other hand strikes might be better) a 
kicker is not totally off base, either. 


*When faced with multiple attackers and there is no way around the 
situation, pick one and go for it. Maybe he’s the leader, or the easiest- 
looking one, or the closest one, or the distracted one. Somebody has 
got to go down. How do you eat an elephant? One bite at a time. How 
do you win out over three or five or eight opponents? Well, assuming 
you can indeed pull off such an impressive feat you do it one 
opponent at a time. Until the remaining ones stop or they’re all down. 
Watch some of the multiple-attacker videos, and you'll see that a lot of 
the guys are, well, scared. They rush in when a guy is down or going 
down and has three guys seeing to him, but watch what happens if the 
defender gets or stays on his feet, maybe gets a shot in on one of his 
attackers. What do those outlying cowards do then? Keep coming? 
No. They change direction and immediately back away to a safer 
distance. No one wants to get hurt. Especially cowards. 

And even when a guy is on the ground, or up against a car or a 
wall, with multiple people striking him at once—really watch what's 
going on in those videos. Many, | repeat many of the blows are 
unfocused and lack power. They look like punches and kicks that 
would be coming from adolescent school girls. 


Sure, there might be eight guys. But if any at all it’s likely that only 
one, maybe two or three of them are actually pretty darn tough. The 
others are just posers. | think back to my school bus fight. Sure, some 
of those strikes hit home and hurt. But many of them didn’t hurt all that 
much or at all. 

And once | regained my position after pulling myself back in 
through the window opening, there was no one for me to deal with. I'll 
make a prediction and say that if you face eight of your average street 
punks in a fight, you’d only have to take out one, two, maybe three, 
and certainly no more than four before the remaining ones would stop 
coming at you. 

No one wants to get hurt. Especially cowards. Now, if there are 
eight really tough and nasty guys and they've all got weapons like 
knives and pipes and broken bottles or whatever, and they're 
committed to taking you down, and you can’t run away from them, 
there might not be a whole lot of hope for you. But you will not give up 
hope. You will fight with everything you’ve got until your dying breath. 
That’s all you can do, and that’s what you will do. Oh, and pray. 


*Let’s assume you're inside somewhere, and you're facing multiple 
opponents. And you can’t get to a door leading outside. But there are 
one or more other doorways leading to other rooms or whatever. And 
you're reasonably sure there are no threats on the other side of one of 
those doorways. You can get in that doorway, facing out at your 
oncoming attackers. This way, you'll only be dealing with, basically, 
one at a time. Does that make sense? Think. Use your environment in 
ways that help give you an advantage. Oh, and before you plant 
yourself too firmly in that doorway, check behind you to see if there 
might be a window you can go through! 


*When faced with potential violence, your brain will go into the fight or 
flight response, and that will release adrenalin into your system. That 
can have its benefits, such as supplying more energy to your muscles. 
But there can be undesirable effects of a surge of adrenalin as well, 
such as tunnel vision, lack of concentration, decreased coordination, 
and inability to think clearly. 


So, things that seem to work well in the dojo might not work all that 
well out in the real world when you are in your fight or flight mode. 
Many martial arts techniques require complex movements that must 
be performed with great precision to be effective. But with tunnel 
vision, lack of concentration, decreased coordination, and inability to 
think clearly the chances of you exhibiting great precision can go 
down. 

Complex motor skills require intricate body movements. Sure, 
through repetition they will be hard wired into your brain neurologically 
and become instinctive. But again, if you’re flooded with adrenalin it’s 
anyone’s guess regarding how on your game you'll be. Simple motor 
skills, on the other hand, require very little intricate body movement. 
So this all makes a case for fast but not fancy, serious but simple, 
efficient and effective, but not elaborate. 
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MORE THINGS I THINK 


So on with the show we go don’t you know? And we might have to aim 
low to break the toe of our foe. His name might be Joe, his name 
might be Moe. But if he messes with us, we’ll cause him some woe. If 
there’s more than one, we'll line ‘em up in a row. And then some fast 
hands and some feet we will throw. And through it all, our confidence 
will grow. And in the end, it’s not the psycho we owe. And in the end, 
we must live to see tomorrow. 


*If you are a student of martial arts, regardless of the style, and 
spending time in the dojo, you are likely involved in a cooperative 
training method in which you and your classmates are using only 
allowed techniques to only allowed parts of the body. 

You throw a punch so your partner can practice a response to it, 
and vice versa. Your partner throws that punch in a particular way, 
and you are prepared for it and know it’s coming. And when it does 
come you respond in a certain way and your partner cooperates with 
that response. You practice a very specific response to a very specific 
attack in a controlled environment with a friendly participant. 

You might spar, and that’s a good thing. Especially to help you 
develop your timing and sense of controlling distance. But, think about 
it. Out on the street? Nothing like in the dojo. You'll have little or no 
idea of what might come at you next, and there will be zero 
cooperation from your adversary. You'll be dealing with stuff that is 
forbidden in the dojo, and so you will not have developed appropriate 
responses for those attacks. | want you to be confident, yes. But | 
don’t want you to be all puffed up with some fantasy of how good 
you'd actually be under real fire. And remember, the more complicated 
and intricate the technique, the less reliable it could end up being on 
the street in a real-life violent encounter. 

So that brings us back to simplicity, directness, economy of 
motion, and conservation of energy. ld rather see you have twenty 


techniques that will work nearly every time across a broad spectrum of 
scenarios than to see you have 200 techniques that are just way too 
technical and complicated to be reliable in the trenches. Make sense? 
Think about it. Your martial arts training is a wonderful thing in many 
ways and on many levels—l just don’t want you to have unwarranted 
confidence in how well your mostly choreographed activities in the 
dojo will translate onto the unscripted, unpredictable reality of the 
street. 


*Quickly shuffle/move to the right or left of a straight-facing aggressor, 
then strike from that side before they can readjust to face you straight 
on again. A side kick to the side of the knee would not be a bad way to 
go once you have the advantage of being off center from the person. 
Neither would a chop to the side of the neck, a palm strike to the jaw, 
or a phoenix eye strike to the temple. You get the idea. 


*If you strike at all, strike decisively. In the real world there’s little place 
for halfhearted, half-baked, half-assed shenanigans. Though you want 
to flow with your techniques until the threat is definitely ended, each 
technique being deployed before your adversary has had time to 
recover from the last one, if there are too many techniques required 
then the ones you've been doing have obviously not been working all 
that well. 

Think about it. A kick to the knee? A palm to the jaw? A chop to the 
side of the neck? A strike to the throat? Any one of those techniques 
done precisely and forcefully could—and, we could argue, should— 
end a fight and stop an attacker in his tracks. Just one of those 
techniques! No, if you’re accomplishing multiple landings with your 
techniques and your adversary is still standing, then you're doing 
something wrong. Or to put it a bit more diplomatically, you’re doing 
something not quite as right as you should be doing it and as it needs 
to be done. And that can’t be good for you. Can it? What I’m trying to 
impart to you here is a mindset. A philosophy, if you will. A more 
practical and effective way of thinking about self-defense. 


*So, you're facing one or more possible threats in the form of an 


aggressive person or aggressive people. You can’t run. You don’t 
have a weapon on you. So you reach into your pocket and make like 
you're taking something out of it. Your hand is closed, palm facing 
back. No one knows what might be in your hand, but they do assume 
there is something. And they do notice that you look oddly confident 
and calm. 

What have you just done? You’ve created fear, doubt, trepidation, 
and uncertainty in the mind or minds of your opponent or opponents. 
It’s a tiny little edge that likely won't last long. But it’s an edge, even if 
only briefly, and it didn’t cost you anything. It’s not about this 
hypothetical situation. It’s about a mindset. A way of being. A way of 
thinking. Distract—then act. 

So, think. What can you do to gain an edge here and there? 
Scream at the top of your lungs as you go for the first guy, thereby 
temporarily startling the other guys, thereby slowing them down for a 
second or two or three? It’s not about the screaming. It’s about a 
mindset. A way of being. A way of thinking. See? 


*In combat, try not to let your speed become predictable to your 
attacker(s). Move slow. Then fast. Switch between the two. Stop. Set 
a rhythm, then break it. You want to be unpredictable. On the other 
hand, you’d do well to send false signals so others will make false 
predictions about what you’re likely to do next. Keep them guessing. 
Create confusion and uncertainty. 


*Even in my kicking prime, way back in the day, | just could not seem 
to develop enough power in my roundhouse kick to ever have 
confidence in using it in a real fight. My side kick? Oh, that’s another 
story altogether. But that darned, pesky roundhouse kick, well, my 
body just did not like it and | never did enough to overcome my body’s 
objections to that kick. 

So, you know what | do with that kick now? Nothing. You heard 
me. | am unabashedly and unapologetically devoid of a roundhouse 
kick. | tried to strengthen my weakness. It didn’t work. So | finally 
decided to play to and encourage my strengths. The roundhouse kick 
kicked my butt. What can | say? 


| play the guitar a bit, and I’ve heard or read that people have 
actually quit the guitar due to that darned, pesky F chord. | hate it too. 
I'm also a songwriter (amateur at this point), and have written more 
than a hundred songs thus far. You know how many of them have F 
chords in them? A few, but not many. 

Life is too short to go around playing a chord you hate all day while 
practicing a kick you just know you'll never be able to make work in 
real life. So what I’m saying here is, sure, work to improve your 
weaknesses. But only to a point. Be prepared to at some point just 
admit to yourself that this or that technique is not for you, then put the 
resulting time and energy savings into developing and playing to your 
strengths. 
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I'M STILL THINKING 


And one of the things I’m thinking about is thinking. Self-defense relies 
heavily on the act of thinking, wouldn't you say? Come to think about 
it, it seems like this book is predominantly about thinking. I’ve been 
thinking about the subject matter, and I’ve been using words to relay 
the products of that thinking—my thoughts—to you with the 
understanding that it might help to modify your, well, thinking so that if 
and when the time comes for you to have to figure out how to protect 
yourself from one or more human predators you'll be able to do it 
without so much, well, thinking. The time to think about how to handle 
a possible emergency is before the emergency. And of course, by 
adopting some of those elements of my mindset that resonate with 
you, we both know that the particular emergency we are discussing 
will be less likely to ever occur. Anyway, that’s what | was thinking. 
What do you think? Well, on with the thinking. The thinking must go 
on. 


*Were | to have to fight today or tomorrow, I’d definitely favor doing it 
in a side stance. It’s got its disadvantages, but it’s got its advantages 
too and, for me, the advantages outweigh the disadvantages. But | 
can also move myself into a front stance, a cat stance, a horse stance, 
or whatever, as necessity dictates. 

| was doing advanced Tae Kwon Do kicks and effective hand 
techniques long before | ever started learning and developing my 
stances in a focused, deliberate way and not just organically. That 
wasn't ideal, not focusing on the stances more from the get-go as | 
would have done had | started out with lessons in a traditional school. 

Even if you didn’t before, you now have enough direction and 
insight to be able to learn and develop proficiency in kicking and hand 
striking. You know what to look for. You know where to look. 

But never forget that just as a house rests upon its foundation, you 
and all of your techniques will be resting upon a foundation too. And 


that foundation will be—you guessed it—your stances. Your stances 
provide the platform from which you will launch all of your techniques. 
And they provide the framework within which you will move through 
your environment in battle—this way and that, that way and this. In 
reality, your stances are part of your techniques themselves and, 
strictly speaking, are the glue that holds everything else together. 
That's my stance on the matter. 


*If you are now attending or would like to join a martial arts school 
either for a while to learn some basics or indefinitely or even forever, 
more power to you. There is certainly nothing wrong with that. And | 
think that by having read this book, you'll be better equipped to find 
the right fit (style, teacher, etc.) if you’re not already in a school, and 
either way you'll have insight and street smarts beyond most newbies 
coming in the door. 

Therefore you'll have a greater understanding of why you're doing 
what you’re doing, and also a greater appreciation and grasp of what 
is likely to work for you in the street, and what is better to just leave in 
the dojo. Beware, though, that some dojos are dangerous places, and 
not for the reasons you might think. Trust me on this. Exercise 
caution. Do your homework. Follow your intuition, and err on the side 
of safety. 


* Suppose a person wants to fight you, and you don't want to fight 
them. If you find a way to not fight them, you win and they lose even 
with no fight being fought. You got what you wanted, and they didn't 
get what they wanted. Suppose a person wants to fight you, and you 
don't want to fight them. If the fight happens, you lose. You didn't get 
what you wanted, and they did get what they wanted. Even if you win 
the fight, you lose. In fact win or lose a fight, in a fight, you always 
lose. 


*Due to a thing known as “diffusion of responsibility,” individuals within 
a group will tend to become more aggressive and violent in relation to 
the size of the group. So the more there are in the group, the more 
extreme the degree of violence they will become ripe for and tend 


toward. Store that bit of Knowledge. 


*Even before you start to worry about that hand that just grabbed you, 
worry about the hand that's still free! 


*“There’s an old saying: “He who fights and runs away lives to fight 
another day.” | have an even better one for you: "He who runs away 
before the fight even starts lives to run away another day before 
another fight even starts. And he stays out of jail. And no one gets 
hurt." 


*Self-image counts for a lot when it comes to our performance and 
abilities in any endeavor. So you will do well to start developing the 
self-image of yourself as being a person who can handle physical 
threats with a reasonable amount of proficiency. And you can help 
yourself along in that regard in no better way than actually acquiring 
that proficiency. 


*If you do not like this book, blame me. If you do like this book, thank 
Kathy. Without Kathy’s energy and nudging, this book would not exist. 


*I’m not a tough guy. I’m not very big, not very strong, not very young. 
But | have the right to protect myself, and so do you. 


*And it should go without saying, but it is our responsibility to protect 
those we care about. If we’re on the street, or wherever, and trouble 
comes a callin’, and we’re with our spouse, child, whoever, well, the 
stakes are now much higher. Our response should reflect that. And 
talk to those close to you about what if. For instance, those close to 
me know that if things get dark, they get behind me. They escape. 
They call 911. They draw attention to the situation. They do what they 
know to do if someone gets too close to them. That's not an 
exhaustive list, but you get the idea. They have a plan. They won't 
freeze up. 


*Learn about various martial arts styles with the intention of getting a 
feel for them. If you ever face off with a person from one of these 


styles, the insight you have into how the person is likely to fight can be 
invaluable. 


“Your instincts can alert you to impending danger before the 
information is even available to your physical senses—before the 
danger even arrives on the scene. 


*Kindness and benevolence create an aura of protection around you, 
and that’s definitely a good thing. 


*Once a foot, fist, bat or whatever is launched, it’s des-tined to reach 
its full momentum in what amounts to be a very small area of space. 
Deflection might work, but complete absence is often the better option. 
And it will often take only a tiny adjustment to your position to remove 
yourself from the proposed point of contact. Either way, if contact is 
made any position not in the proposed full-impact area is better than 
the alternative. 
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MY HORN 


| haven’t had to resort to physical violence for self-protection in 
somewhere around forty years. The last time | did was when | was 
popping Mark in the chest with those side kick love taps—and that can 
hardly count as “violence,” can it? 


If you knew how many times (during this long, strange trip of a life) I’ve 
found myself in circumstances that could have easily devolved into 
violence against me (and people with me) and/or by me, you’d know 
that my self-defense wits, foresight, awareness, common sense, 
knowledge, philosophy, strategy, will, mind power, and spiritual energy 
really do work quite well. 


Now sure, maybe most guys my age haven't been in a physical 
confrontation since they were, say, nineteen or twenty but for most of 
those lucky gentleman it hasn’t been for any other reason than that 
circumstances making such action necessary never arose. Right? 
Well, good for them. But what if serious circumstances had arisen? 
Would they have been ready? Let’s be honest here: Most of them 
would not have been ready. 


Some teachers of martial arts and self-defense can tell you multiple 
stories about times they’ve actually had to use what they know. And | 
respect their abilities and the fact that they are still here to tell their 
interesting and educational stories. | really do. And in their defense, 
some of these teachers are or were bodyguards, bouncers, law 
enforcement officers, and the like. So, their job duties require/required 
them to kick some ass when appropriate and necessary. They signed 
on for it. We cannot fault them for doing their jobs. 


Now, I’m not a martial arts or self-defense teacher—though | did 
indeed write this book thanks to Kathy—but if | was | wouldn't be the 
kind of teacher that has a lot of stories about how what | know has 


allowed me to win fights out in the real world. 


No. I'd be the kind of teacher that has a lot of stories about how what | 
know has allowed me to not have to fight (in the physical sense) at all 
(since Mark, anyway, but | think we all agree that doesn’t count). 


| actually have a perfect record. I’m undefeated. | have won every 
single fight I’ve figured out how not to be in. So | think I’m a pretty 
good example of the core message | teach in this book which is that 
fighting is not good, is not Plan B but Plan Z, is to be avoided at all 
reasonable costs, and that just in case it ever cannot be avoided one 
should be reasonably ready to get their hands dirty with some actual 
hands-on work. 


OK. So there you have it. I’ve tooted my horn. Now on to my balloon. 
And there will be no more tooting. Just the opposite, I’m afraid. 


Oh, and you might not have noticed but this chapter is only two pages 
long. | notice that sort of thing, as you might have noticed. Oh well. 
I've already made my peace with it, and | suggest you do the same. 
Believe me, you'll sleep a whole lot better at night. And don’t bother 
counting the pages of the remaining chapters. 
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MY BALOON 


As | wrote above, I’ve tooted my horn. And now, well, now in all 
fairness to the readers of this book it’s time for me to let some air out 
of my balloon. 


There were two times post Frank I’ve been a complete ass and idiot 
and have let my ego and bad judgement get the best of me. Both 
times were a long time ago—thank you very much. Both times | was in 
public. One time | was with Kathy, at a mall in El Cajon, California. 
The other time | was alone down at Sunset Cliffs in the community of 
Ocean Beach in San Diego. Both times what set me off and made me 
talk and act stupid was words. You heard me. Words. Words that 
people said to me. You’ve heard the old saying that goes something 
like this: Sticks and stones can break my bones but words will never 
hurt me. So have |. But, my bad, | apparently forgot its message a 
couple of times. 


I’m not going to tell you what the words were because it doesn't 
matter. It’s beside the point. Both times | was out just minding my own 
business, and both times someone intruded into my world and said 
something designed to be hurtful and to cause me to react. And both 
times | took the bait and was reeled in. At the mall, the guy had a 
buddy with him. At Sunset Cliffs, the guy had two buddies with him. 
I’m pretty darn sure neither of those men would have said anything to 
me at all had they been alone, not because | look like I’m tough or 
anything but because they would have had no one to show off in front 
of and no potential backup if they needed it. But they weren't alone. 


And thinking about it now, | really don’t think either of those guys or 
their buddies actually wanted to get physical—I mean, at least out in 
public and with witnesses around, anyway. In each case | could have 
just let the comments slide. There was no response required. | could 
have just kept walking or walked away, as the case might have been. 


But no. That would have been too easy for the idiot | was on those two 
days. 


So, at the mall with Kathy, | stopped and turned to face those two 
guys sitting there on the low wall outside one of the mall’s entrances. 
And | said something stupid (to the instigator) to the effect of, If we’ve 
got an issue here, let’s settle it right now. 


Well, by the surprised and perplexed looks on their faces, it was quite 
apparent that these two guys did not after all and come to reconsider it 
actually want any part of what it was standing in front of them all 
intense and glary eyed. Whatever that thing was. | don’t recall if even 
another word was spoken by them or by me, but | do recall that Kathy 
and | were almost immediately and peacefully on our merry way. 


Then there was that time down at Sunset Cliffs. And the three guys. | 
had been far below, down on the beach, and the instigator—and | 
knew which one he was, as I'd looked up and seen him standing there 
—had yelled something very loud at me. And | won't go into the 
details, and there were other people around, but | knew without doubt 
that what was said was said to me. And it was said with such volume 
and force and, well, violence that it really Knocked me for a loop (an 
odd phrase, looking at it there in black and white). My insides were 
shaking from the verbal and, really, psychic attack that had been 
hurled my way. 


So, what do | do? Well, like any self-respecting idiot who thinks he can 
handle himself pretty well out on the street, | get a bit more dressed, 
pack up my stuff, and make my way up that long, thin path on the side 
of the cliff that | just a while before had made my way down. 


And there they were. | could see now for the first time that there were 
in fact three of them. Not just one. They were sitting—l think it was on 
a guardrail, but don’t quote me on that—just staring at me. Not saying 
a word. Smirking, maybe. And they were obviously quite surprised to 
see me walk right up and stop just a few feet away from them. And 


time seemed to stand still. 


Then | said something totally stupid along the lines of /f we’ve got an 
issue here, let’s settle it right now. And | do distinctly remember 
adding in another even stupider sentence. It went like this: All three of 
you. | wish you could have seen their faces. To put it lightly, they 
appeared to have a hard time processing what they had just heard. 


Of whatever else might have been said by me or by them, the only 
thing | recall is that the instigator was fumbling over his words telling 
me that he’s not stupid and that if he hits me he could go to jail for 
assault. And that did make sense, of course. All | can tell you after that 
is that | was almost immediately and peacefully on my merry way. | 
was just a visitor to Ocean Beach. It was obvious these guys were 
locals. I'd wandered into their backyard. They didn't like it. They let me 
know it. It wasn't nice. But it wasn't a crime either. 


Notice that | was not the instigator in either of these situations. But 
also notice how totally stupid and immature | was. These guys were 
just being guys. All they did was say something. They certainly did not 
deserve to get hurt for something they said. And to be clear, | was not 
going to throw the first punch—or whatever—but | was prepared to let 
loose if one was thrown. I was an idiot. | cannot stress that enough. 


So | can empathize when | say this, and | mean this in the nicest 
possible way, but lm pretty darn sure there will be some idiots who 
read this book. | mean, it’s inevitable. Just look around you. Watch 
online videos. /diots! They’re everywhere! It’s like a damn invasion of 
the Idiots from the planet Idiotic, constellation Idiocy. 


But enough about those idiots. Back to this idiot. And when | say | was 
an idiot, | really mean it. Consider that one part of the story | left out 
regarding the Sunset Cliffs fiasco is that | had my back toward the 
edge of the cliff, and | was not all that far from that edge. And there | 
was, Calling out three men who | did not know—or what they were 
capable of. What was | thinking? Quite simply, | wasn’t thinking. Not 


really. Not logically. | was letting my emotions run me. Both times. | 
admit it, and | apologize to them, to you, to Kathy, and to the universe 
for letting myself sink that low. | was young, sure, but | should have 
known better. Really, | did know better. | just temporarily forgot that | 
knew better. 


| thank the universe every time | think of how those guys, not me, kept 
physical violence from occurring. They deserve my thanks and 
appreciation for not accepting my invitation to get physical. | don’t care 
if they declined because of fear, uncertainty, or just a long-overdue 
lick of sense. Whatever their reason, | appreciate them for just saying 
no. |, of course, must have assumed at those times that | had a good 
chance of finishing what they had started. Or why else would | have 
called them out? But really think about it. 


| didn’t know those guys. What they might be capable of. What 
weapons they might have on them. If any of them were trained 
fighters. If there were any of their other buddies in the vicinity. How 
vicious or crazy they could be. | knew nothing. 


Twice in my life, at ages by which | should have known better and 
been more in control of myself, | came close to causing something to 
happen that, win or lose, | would have regretted for the rest of my life. 
And that’s assuming | would have lived. I’ve never been thrown off a 
high cliff before, but I’m pretty sure that when you hit the bottom it'll be 
anyone’s guess whether you'll be dead or alive when they check. And 
from that height the smart money would have been on dead. 


And what about blows to the head or knives to the gut or bullets to the 
brain? That stuff can kill a person! 


Or what about if someone other than me would have been badly 
injured or died? | could be writing this from prison right now, or be an 
unemployed ex-con hopelessly looking for a job. 


| really feel for people who do things in the heat of the moment that 
cause things to go very bad for themselves and others. Some of them 


are not bad people. They exercise bad judgement in a bad situation, 
thereby making that situation worse. And lives are changed for the 
worse and forever. Don’t let that be you. 


In these two balloon-deflating incidents catastrophe was only narrowly 
avoided. And no thanks to me. It was thanks to five guys | owe a big 
thank you. 


(And in case you didn’t notice, the chapter | just finished ended up 
being five pages long. So not only is it not four pages or even two 
pages both of which would have at least been even numbers, but it’s 
five pages. Hello? That’s an odd number of pages. And barring me 
adding a page to or deleting a page from the chapter, that left me no 
choices but to start the next chapter on an even-numbered page, or to 
have an out-of-the-blue blank page before the next chapter, or to think 
of something else to write on this page. While you try to figure out 
which of the three | opted for, lIl continue on.) 


27 
HELLO AGAIN 


Well, hello again. Today is 12/26/20, and I’ve been away from this 
book for quite a long time now. Life. But anyway, it’s all in divine order. 
| just finished a round of proofreading of the entire book. | made some 
minor edits along the way. Nothing major. Some more readthroughs of 
the book, and we should be good to go. And we could have left it at 
that. But during the time I’ve been away from the book this time, ideas 
have been coming to me about more things | could have said. So | 
began writing down some of those ideas. And, well, in case you 
haven’t guessed, we're in for another chapter. And, well, in case you 
haven't noticed, we're in that chapter right now. So without further 
delay, | will share with you some closing thoughts you might find 
interesting and helpful. 


*This first one is really big. | just took it for granted, and didn’t even 
think about making a special point of bringing it up. And even now that 
| think of it, I'm hesitant to write about it. Mainly because | can’t be 
sure only good people will read this book, and the odds are that that 
won't be the case. But the karma for misuse won't be mine, and I’ve 
got to do the best job for you here as | can. And so here we go. We've 
talked a lot about kicking to the knee, as well we should in a book that 
is endeavoring to give possibly smaller, weaker, older, inexperienced 
would-be fighters a fighting chance against possibly larger, stronger, 
younger, more experienced fighters. But there is one crucial, game- 
changing bit of insight I’ve thus far left out. And now that | think about 
it, I'm happy | did because now only those with the stamina and 
interest to have come this far in the book will get it. And that is this. 
When you kick to the knee, you always endeavor to do so when the 
person has most of or all of their weight on that particular leg. You 
should never kick someone in the knee unless you intend to do severe 
damage to that knee, and if you are trying to cause severe damage to 
someone’s knee you will strike at the moment they have the most 


possible weight on that knee. That’s it. And if you don’t really get how 
important an insight and bit of advice this is, then, | don’t know. Think 
on it some more. 


*Evaluate. Of course, when something looks like it’s about to go down. 
That’s a given. Figure out just what might be about to go down and 
look at it from every angle you can as quickly as you can. But beyond 
that, be more proactive than that. Walk through this world constantly 
evaluating everything you see. Everything you encounter. It might 
sound like a lot of work, but once it becomes a habit it will be a 
program that just automatically runs at all times. It does not have to 
disrupt your other activities or mental processes. Don't worry, you'll be 
able to chew gum at the same time. And you might notice one day just 
how much the practice has actually increased your awareness, your 
understanding, your insight, your peace of mind, your presence of 
mind, and even your intelligence. And just all kinds of other good stuff. 


*In many cases, if someone tries to start trouble with you it will be best 
for you to remain amiable and nonthreatening. It will help if you can 
make yourself seem unaware that the aggressor is even being 
aggressive. Another good word for what you'll do well to be is 
disarming. Smile. Seem oblivious to the impending threat. Don’t 
acknowledge it or give it any power or apparent attention. It just might 
fade away. Really. 


*And if that doesn’t work, well, then... | mean, you’ve read this book. 
Right? There are all kinds of other things you can do from running to 
yelling to singing to doing a side kick or pinching someone or grabbing 
a handful of salt. And everything in between. There’s more in this book 
than you will be able to retain and make your own after just one 
reading. 


*Keep in mind that stillness in you will often tend to cause stillness in 
another, and that motion from you will often tend to cause motion in 
another. Whether still, in motion, or alternating between the two, use 
that knowledge to your best strategic advantage. 


*Be aware of the other guy’s focus and attention. Change that focus 
and attention when it makes sense to do so, and use eye contact and 
eye motion to help you in that regard. 


*A useful strategy in combat is to hit high, then low. Hit low, then high. 
But then again hitting high a few times in a row or low a few times in a 
row can be pretty effective too. Kick one leg, then the other. Chop to 
the side of the neck, then hammerfist to the nose. Mix it up. 


*Move forward. Move backward. Move left. Move right. Move this way. 
Move that way. Make your opponent have to keep adjusting himself to 
keep up with you. Try to make him trip over his own feet. Make him 
work for it. Make him react to what you're doing. Take the lead. Make 
him look like a dog chasing its own tale. Tire him out, but don’t you get 
too tired in the process. 


*To save time, meaning to be faster and to telegraph less, strike with 
your closest weapon meaning your forward hand, elbow, knee, leg, or 
foot. The shortest distance between a weapon and its target is, well, 
the shortest distance between a weapon and its target. 


*Being mindful and careful with your diet is self-defense against 
sickness and disease. You can be your own worst attacker, and you 
can be your own best victim. Perhaps some guy on the street can do 
serious damage to you with a knife or club, but you can do just as 
much or more damage to yourself with a fork and spoon. In fact, most 
people do. 


*Hold your arms straight out to your sides, and turn all the way 
around. Your fingertips just traced a circle. Nothing can physically hurt 
you unless it gets inside that circle. And if something dangerous does 
get inside that circle, you can now physically hurt it. There may come 
a time when you need to be the first to penetrate another’s circle with 
aggressive intent. For instance, when there are multiple aggressors in 
close proximity. 


*Think hard weapon, soft target. Soft weapon, hard target. For 


instance, the knuckle (hard) end of a leopard paw strike to the throat 
(soft), and a palm heel (soft) strike to the head (hard). The knuckle 
end of a leopard paw strike (hard) to the head (hard)? Not so good. 


*You’re face to face with an aggressive sort of character and he 
adjusts his stance by moving one of his feet slightly forward or back, 
thus angling his body a bit more in relation to you. He’s probably ready 
to fire that back hand at you. You’ve already been in your spot too 
long. And if he glances to the right or over his right shoulder briefly 
(assuming he’s right-handed)... Well, can you say “incoming!” 


*If you have to open up some distance to be able to reduce a potential 
threat, consider yourself lucky. If you have to close up some distance 
to be able to reduce a potential threat, then you’re not quite as lucky 
but that doesn’t mean you still can’t luck out. 


*An attacker is not defending. He’s attacking. And a good time to 
attack an attacker is when he’s attacking. Because he’s not defending. 
Let me repeat that... 


*Strive to be humble, or at least to appear to be so. 


*Respect, suspect, detect, expect, deflect, connect, protect, misdirect, 
redirect, and affect. And once you have a chance to disconnect, 
recollect and reflect. 


*Talk or walk your way out of it whenever possible. 
“Arguments turn into fights. So try not to argue. 


*If you’re alone and trapped in a dark, dead-end alley by multiple 
human obstacles, say a quick prayer, visualize yourself at the open 
end, then do what you have to do to get to that end. Later, at home, 
after having kicked some ass earlier that evening, kick your own ass 
for having been out alone at night in an alley. And then read this book 
again. And this time pay attention. 


*Fighting is not good. Let’s just agree on that. It’s not plan B. It’s plan 
Z. Let’s just agree on that. 


*I’m leaving out a ton of stuff—l just know it. 
*I’ve shared a lot of useful stuff—I know that too. 


*| want you to be safe. | really do. 


AFTERWORD 


Thank you for reading this book. | hope you have enjoyed it. And | 
hope you will continue to benefit from having read it. | have benefited 
greatly from having read countless books over the years. 


| began to find my first self-help, spiritual, and metaphysical books in 
my early twenties, not long after | moved from New Jersey to 
California to try to find my way in the world. Before that move, | had no 
idea such books even existed. 


And honestly, were it not for such books and my intense desire to 
learn, to grow, and to improve myself and my circumstances, | would 
have gone down a completely different road in life—a road | would 
rather not even think about or imagine. 


Who could deny the assertion that books can and do change lives? It 
is my mission to write some of those books that do indeed change 
lives. | want people's lives to be better because | lived and because | 
wrote. 


There are reasons | came into this life, and writing is one of them. | am 
living the life | was meant to live, and it is my sincere desire that you 
will live the life you were meant to live. 


Can | ask two favors of you? 


First, if you think this or any of my other books can help people in 
some of the ways they could use help, will you help spread the word 
about me and my writings? You could do that by loaning my books to 
others, giving my books as gifts, and by telling people about my books 
and about me. By doing these things, you will bless me beyond 
measure, and | truly believe you will bless others beyond measure as 
well. 


Second, please consider writing an honest review for this book. 
Reviews are important to the success of any book and any author. 
And reviews really do help people decide whether or not a certain 
book is right for them. So, by writing a review, you will be helping me 
personally and other people as well. 


And speaking of those other people: Say your review is the one that 
causes a person to actually buy this or any of my other books. And 
suppose that person then reads the book. And suppose that book 
helps that person to substantially improve their own life and the lives 
of others. Just imagine the possibilities—lives made better because 
you wrote a book review. 


Currently, Amazon.com is the most important place you could post a 
review but feel free to post a review anywhere you choose. And keep 
in mind that even just a sentence or two could be sufficient. The 
number of words in a review you write is less important than what 
those words say. 


If you do write reviews for any of my books, feel free to let me know by 
contacting me on one of my social-media pages, by email, or however 
else you can. | will enjoy hearing from you and reading your review. 


And a new feature on Amazon is that you can now rate a book without 
even having to write a review. You just click on the star rating of your 
choice and that’s it. One click! So even if you are not going to write a 
review, you can easily have your voice heard. 


Finally, always remember, you are capable of so much more than you 
have ever imagined. Learn, believe, act, and persist. Do those four 
things, and nothing will stop you from continuing to build a better and 
better life for yourself and for those you care about. 


Peace & Plenty... 
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